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\ HzeTHEr the world will arraign me of vanity, 
or not, that I have preſum'd to dedicate this 
Comedy to your Lordſhip, I am yet in doubt: tho" 
it may be it is ſome degree of vanity even to doubt of 
it, One who has at any time had the honour of your 
Lordſhip's converſation, cannot be ſuppos'd to think 
very meanly of that which he wou'd prefer to your 
peruſal: yet it were to incur the imputation of too 
much ſufficiency, to pretend to ſuch a merit 4s might 

abide the teſt of your Lordſhip's cenſure. ; 
Whatever value may be wanting to this Play while 
yet it is mine, will be ſufficiently made up to it, when 
it is once become your Lordſhip's; and it is my ſecu- 
rity, that I cannot have over-rated it more by my de- 
dication, than your Lordſhip will dignify it by your 

patronage, 

That 


MY LORD, 
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That it ſacceeded on the ſtage, was almoſt beyond 
my expectation; for but little of it was prepar'd for 
that general taſte which ſeems now to be predominant 
in the palates of our audience. 

Thoſe characters which are meant to be ridicul'd 
in moſt of our comedies, are of fools ſo groſs, that 
in my humble opinion, they ſhou'd rather diſturb than 
divert the well-natur'd and reflecting part of an audi- 
ence; they are rather objects of charity than con- 
tempt; and inſtead of moving our mirth, they ought 
very often to excite our compaiſion. 

This refiexion mov'd me to deſign ſome characters, 
which ſhould appear ridiculous not ſo much through a 
natural folly (which is incorrizible, and therefore not 
proper for the ſtage) as thro' an affected wit; a wit, 
which at the ſame time that it is affected, is alſo falſe, 
As there is ſome difficulty in the formation of a cha- 
radter of this nature, ſo there is ſome hazard which 
attend: the progreſs of its ſucceſs upon the ſtage : 
for many come to a play, ſo over-charg'd with cri. 
ticiſm, that they very often let fly their cenſore, when 
thro' their raſhneſs they have miſtaken their aim. 
This I had occaſion lately to obſerve: for this play 
had been acted two or three days, before ſome of 
theſe haſty judges cou'd find the leiſure to diſtinguiſfi 
betwixt the character of a Wiaroud and a Truewit, © 

I muſt beg your Lordfhip's pardon for this digreſſi- 
on from the true courſe of this epiſtle ; but that it 
may not ſeem altogether impertinent, I beg, that I 
may plead the occaſion of it, ir part of that excuſe 
of which I ſtand in need, for recommerdiry this Co- 


medy to your protection. It is only by the counte- 
| Lance 
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nance of your Lordſhip, and the Fes ſo qualify d, 
that ſuch Who write with care and pains can hope to 
be diſtinguiſh'd : for the proſtituted name of Food pro- 
mi ſcuouſſy levels all that bear it. 

Terence, the moſt correct writer in the world, had 2 
Scipio and a Lelius, if not to aſſiſt him, at leaſt to ſup- 
port him in his reputation: and notwithſtanding his 
extraordinary merit, it may be, their countenance was 
not more than neceſlary. | 

The purity of his ſtyle, the delicacy of his turns, and 
the juſtneſs of his characters, were all of them beauties, 
which the greater part of his audience were incapable 
of taſting : ſome of the coarſeſt ſtrokes of Plaulus, ſo ſe- 
verely cenſur'd by Horace, were more likely to affect 
the multitude; ſuch, who come with expectation to 
laugh at the laſt act of a play, and are better enter- 
tain'd with two or three unſeaſonable jeſts, than with 
the artful ſolution of the able. 

As Terence excell'd in his performances, ſo had he 
great advantages to encourage his undertakings ; for 
he built moſt on the foundations of AMenander : his 
plots were generally mode!l'd, and his characters ready 
drawn to his hand. He copied Menander; and Me- 
nander had no leis light in the formation of his chara- 
Eters, from the obſervations of T heophraſius, of whom 
he was a diſciple; and Thecphrafias it is known was 
not only the ditciple, but the immediate ſucceſſor of 
A-ifictle, the firſt and greateſt judge of poetry. Theſe 
were great models to deſign by; and the further ad- 
vantage x hich Terence poſtels'd, towards giving his 
plays the due ornaments of putity of Ryle, and juſineſs 
ct manners, was not leſs conſiderable, from the free- 

dom 
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dom of converſation, which was permitted him with 
Lelius ard Scipio, two of the greateſt and moſt polite 
men of his age. And indeed, the privilege of ſuch a 
converſation, is the only certain means of attaining to 
the perfection of dialogue 

If it has happen d in any part of this Comedy, that 
have gain d a turn of ſtyle, or expreſſion more correct, 
or at leaſt more corrigible than in thoſe which I have 
formerly written, I muſt, with equal pride and grati- 
| tude, aſcribe it to the honour of your Lordſhip's ad- 
mitting me into your converſation, and that of a ſocie- 
ty where every body elſe was ſo well worthy of you, 
m your retirement laſt ſummer from the town : for it 
was immediately after, that this Comedy was written. 
If I have fail'd in my performance, it is only to be re- 
gretted, where there were ſo many, not inferior either 
to a Scipio or a Lelius, that there ſhou'd be one want- 
ing, equal in capacity to a Terence. 

If T am not miſtaken, poetry is almoſt the only art, 
which has not yet laid claim to your Lordſhip's patro- 
nage. Architecture, and painting, to the great ho- 
nour of our country, have fiouriſh'd under your influ- 

ence and protection. In the mean time, poetry, the 
eldeſt ſiſter of all arts, and parent of moſt, ſeems to 
have reſigu d her birth-right, by having neglected to 
pay her duty to your Lordſhip; and by permitting o- 
thers of a later extraction, to prepoſſeſs that place in 
your eſteem, to which none can pretend a better title. 
Poetry, in its nature, is ſacred to the good and great; 
the relation between them is reciprocal, and they are 
ever propitious to it. It is the privilege of poetry to 

25 addreſs 
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addreſs to them, and it is their prerogative alone to 
give it protection. 

This receiv'd maxim is a general apology for all 
writers who conſecrate their labours to great men: 
but I cou'd wiſh, at this time, that this addreſs were 
exempted from the common pretence of all dedicati- 
ons; and that as I can diſtinguiſh your Lordſhip even 
among the moſt deſerving, ſo this offering might be- 
come remarkable by ſome particular inſtance of re- 
| ſpe, which ſhould aſſure your Lordſhip, that I am, 
with all due ſenſe of your extreme worthineſs and hu- 
manity, | 


My LORD, 


1 Lordſbip's maſ obedient 


and moſt oblig'd humble Servant, 


WILL, CONGREVE. 


| 
4 
2 
- 


Who, to aſſert their Senſe, your Tafle arraign. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr, BETTERTON. 


0 F theſe few Fooli who with ill Stars are curſt, 
Sure 2 N Fooli, call d Poets, fare the worſt : 
For they re a fort of Foali which Fortune makes, 


Ard after ſhe has made em Fooli, ferfakes. 


With Nature's Oafs tis quite a diff rent Cafe, 

For Fortune favours all her Idiot-Race : 

In ber own Neft the Cuckow-Eggs we find, 

Oo er which ſhe brocd to hatch the Changling-Kind. 
No Portion for her own ſhe has to ſpare, 


| — much ſhe dotes on her adopted Care. 


Poets are B ubbles, Ly the Town drawn ix, 


Suffer d at fit ſome trifling Stakes to wwin : 


Each time they write they venture all they've auen: 
The Squire that's butter'd flill, is ſure to be undone. 
This Author, heretofore, has found your Favour; 
But pleads no Merit from his paſt Behaviour. 

To build on that might prove a vain Preſumption: 
Shou'd Grants, to Potts made, admit Reſumption : 
And in Parnaſſus he muft loſe his Seat, 


But what unequal Hazards do they run! 


F that be found a forfeited Eſtate. 


He owns, with Toil he wrought the folowing Scenes; 
But, if they're naught, ne er ſtare him for his Pains : 
Damn-him the more; have no Commiſeration 
For Dulneſs on mature Deliberation. | 
He favears he'll not reſent one hiſs'd-off Scene, 

Nor, like thoje peeviſh Wits, his Play maintain, 


Some 
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Same Plet wwe think be has, and ſeme new Thought ; 
Some Humour 400, no Farce; ; but that's a Fault. 
Satyre, he thinks, you cught not to expe ; 

For jo reform'd a J caun, aubo dares correct? 
Topleaſe, this Time, has been tus ſole Pretence, 
He'll not it firutt, left it Qu 4 give Ofence. 

Shou d he by chance a Krave or Fool expoſe, 

That hurts none here, ſure here are none of thoſe. 

In ſhort, our Play ſhall (with your Leave to fhew it) 
Give you one Inftance of a paſſive Poet, 

MH ho to your Judgment yields all Refagnation ; 

So ſade er . your own Diſcreticn. 


B | Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Fainall, In love with Mrs. Marwced. Mr. Betterton. 
Mirabell, In love with Mrs. Milla- W. 


mant. 
Witwoud, } Followers of Mrs. Milla- F Mr. Bowen. 
Petulant, mant. Mr. Bowman. 


Sir Wilful Witawoud, Half-Brother to 
Witwoud, and Nephew to Mr. Underhill. 


Wiſhfort. 
Wait<ell, Servant to Mirabell. Mr. Bright, 


WOMEN. 


Lady mig fr. Enemy to Mirabell. 
for having falſiy pietended Love > Mrs. Leigh. 
to her. 
Mrs. Millamant, A fine Lady, Niece 
we” 1" y Wijeſert, and loves Mi. > Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
rabell. W: 
Mrs. Mareoed, Friend to Mr. Fain 
| all; and likes Miratell. 
Mrs. Fainall, Daughter to Lady 
Miß fort, and Wife to Fainall, for- > Mrs. Bowman. 
merly Friend to Mirabell. 
Fiitle, Woman to I.ady Wilkfort, Mrs. Wilks. 
HMizxcing, Woman to Mrs Millamant. Mrs. Prince. 


Mrs. Barry. 


Dancers, Footmen, and Attendants. 
SCEN SE, N DON. 


The Time FOE” to that of the Preſentation. 


THE 


1 E 


T H E 


WAY OF THE WORLD. 


ACT I SCENE I. 
4 Chocolate - Houſe. 


MIRABELL and FAINALL, [ Riſing from Cards.] 


BETTY watting. 


MigABELL. 
OU are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall. 
Fain. Have we done ? | 
Mira. What you pleaſe. I'll play on to enter- 
tain you, 

Fain. No, I'll give you your revenge another time, 
when you are not ſo indifferent; you are thinking of 
ſomething elſe now, and play too negligently ; the 
coldneſs of a loſing gameſter leſſens the pleaſure of the 
winner. I'd no more play with a man that flighted his 
ill fortune, than I'd make love to a woman who un- 
dervalu'd the loſs of her reputation. 

. Mira. You have a taſte extremely delicate and are 
for refining on your pleaſures. 

Fain. Pr'ythee, why ſo reſerv'd? Something has 
put you out of humour. | 
Mira. Not at ail: I happen to be grave to day, 
and you are gay; that's all, | 


Fain, 
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Fain. conſeſi, M:llamant and you quarrell'd laſt 


night, after I leſt you; my fair couſin has ſome hu- 


mours that wou'd tempt the patience of a ſtoic. What, 
fome coxcomb came in, and was well receiv'd by her, 


while you were by ? 
Mira. Witwoud and Petalant ; and what was worſe, 


her aunt, your wife's mother, my evil genius; or to 
ſum up all in her own name, my old Lady H;//art 
came ia. 


Fain. O there it is then She has a 'afting paſſion 
for you, and with reaſon.— What, then ny wite was 


there ? 


Mira. Yes, and Mrs. Maravocd and three or four 
more, whom I never ſaw before; ſceing me, they all 
put on their grave faces, whiſper'd one another ; then 


 complain'd aloud of the vapours, ard aſter, tell into a 


profound ſilence. 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

Mira. For which reaſon I reſolv'd not to ſtir. At 
laſt the good old Lady broke thro her painful tacitur- 
nity, with an inveRive againſt long viſits. I would 
not have underſtood her, but Millamart joining in the 
argument, I roſe, and with a conſtrain'd ſmile told 
her, I thought nothing was io eaſy as to know when 
a viſit began to be troubleſome ; ſhe redden'd and TI 
withdrew, without expecting her reply. 

Fain. Vou were to blame to reſent what ſhe ſpoke on- 
Iy in compliance with her aunt. 

Mira. dhe is more miſtreſs of herſelf, than to be un- 
der the neceflity of ſuch a reſignation. 

Fein. What? tho' half her fortune depends upon 
her marrying with my Lady's approbation? 

Mira. TI was then in ſuch a humour, that I ſhou'd 
have been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. 

Fain. Now I remember, I wonder not they were 
weary of you ; laſt night was one of their cabal nights; 
they have 'em three times a week, and meet by turns, 


74 „ 
2 2, 2t one another's appartments, where they come toge- 


ther like the coroner's inqueſt, to fit upon the murder'd 
| reputations 
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reputations of the week. You and I are excluded; 
and it was once 'propos'd. that all the male-ſex ſhou d 
be excepted ; but ſomebody mov'd that to ayoid ſcan- 
dal there might be one man of the community ; upon 
which motion Mitæuoud and Petulant were enroll'd mem- 
bers. 

Mira. And who may have been the foundreſs of this 
ſect? My Lady Wh/ort, I warrant, who publiſhes 
her deteſtation of mankind ; full of the vigour of fifty 
five, declares for a friend and Ratafia; and let poſte- 
rity ſhift for itſelf, ſhe'll breed no more. 

Fain. The diſcovery of your ſham-addrefles to her to 
conceal your love to her niece, has provok'd this ſepa- 
ration: had you diſſembled better, things might have 
continu'd in the tate of nature. 

Mira. I did as much as man could, with any rea- 
ſonable conſcience ; I proceeded to the very laſt act of 
flattery with her, and was guilty of a ſong in her com- 
mencation, Nay, I got a friend to put her into a 
lampoon, and compliment her with the imputation of 
an affair with a young fellow, which I carried fo far, 
that | told her the malicious towa took notice that ſhe 
was grown fat of a ſudden; and when ſhe lay in of a 
droply, perſuaded” her ſhe was reported to be in la- 
bour. The devil's in't, if an old woman is to be flat- 


ter d further, unleſs a man ſhould endeavour downright 


perſonally to debauch her; and that my virtue forbad 
me. But for the diſcovery of this amour, I am in- 
de bted to your friend, or your wife's friend, Mes. Mar- 
l. 

Fain. What ſhou'd provoke her to be your enemy, 
unleſs ſhe has made you advances, which you have 
ſlighted ? Women do not eaſily forgive omiſſions of that 
nature. 

Ma. She was always civil to me, till of late; I 
coniels I am not one of thoſe coxcombs who are apt 
to interpret a woman's good manners to her prejudice z 
and think that ſhe who does not refufe 'em ev'ry thing, 


can retule em nothing. 


Fain. 
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Fain. You are a gallant man, Mirabell; and tho' 
you may have cruelty enough, not to ſatisfy a Lady's 
longing; you have too much generoſity, not to be 
tender of her honour : yet you ſpeak with an indiffe- 
rence which ſeems to be affected; and confeſles you 
are conſcious of a negligence. 

Mira. you purſue the argument with a diſtruſt that 
ſeems to be unaffected, and confeſſes you are conſcious 
of a concern for which the Lady is more indebted to 
you, than 1s E nile. --_.. 

Fain. Fy, ty, friend, if you grow cenſorious, I muſt 
leave you ;———I'll look upon the gameſters in the next 
room. 

Mira. Who are they ? 

Fain. Petulant and Witwoud———PBring me ſome cho- 
colate. | 

Mira. Betty, what ſays your clock ? 

Bet. Turn d of the laſt canonical hour, Sir. 

Mira. How pertinently the jade anſwers me! Ha? 
almoſt one o'clock ! [Looking an bis Match.] O, y are 


SCENE l. 


Miz ABELL and Fooruax. 
Mira. Well; is the grand affair over? You have 
been ſomething tedious. 

Serv. Sir, there's ſuch coupling at Pancras, that they 
ſtand behind one another, as twere in a country-dance. 
Ours was the laſt couple to lead ap; and no hopes _ 
pearing of diſpatch, beũdes, the parſon growing hoarſe, 
we were afraid his lungs wou'd have fail'd before it 
came to our turn; fo we drove round to Dukes-place ; 
and there they were rivetted in a trice, 

Mira. So, io, you are ſure they are married. 

Serv. Married and bedded, Sir: J am witneſs, 

Mira. Have you the certificate ? | 2 
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Serv. Here it is, Sir. 

Mira. Has the tailor brought WaitwwelPs cloaths 
home, and the new hveries ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Mira. That's well. Do you go home again, d'ye 
hear, and adjourn the conſummation 'till farther order; 
bid Maitæarell ſhake his ears, and Dame Partlet ruſtle 
up her feathers, and meet me at one o'clock by Raſa- 
mond 's pond ; that I may fee her before ſhe returns to 
her Lady: and as you tender your ears be ſecret. 


SCENE III. 


M1zAaBELL, FAI NAIL, BETTY. 

Fain. Joy of your ſucceſs, Mirabell; you look pleas'd. 

Mira. Ay; I have been engag'd in a matter of ſome 
ſort of mirth, which 1s not yet ripe for diſcovery. I 
am glad this is not a cabal-night. I wonder, Fainal, 
that you who are married, and of conſequence ſhould 
be diſcreet, will ſuffer your wife to be of ſuch a party. 

Fain. Faith, F am not jealous. Beſides, moſt who are 
engag'd are women and relations; and for the men, 
they are of a kind too contemptible to give ſcandal. 

Mira. I am of another opinion. The greater the 
coxcomb, always the more the ſcandal: for a woman 
who is not a fool, can have but one reaſon for aſſo- 
ciating with a man who is one. 

Fain. Are you jealous as often as you ſee Witwoud 
entertain'd by Millamant ? 

vg Ot her underſtanding I am, if not of her 
perſon, | 

Fain. You do her wrong ; for to give her her due, 
ſhe has wit. FEST 

Mira. She has beauty enough to make any man 
think ſo; and complaiſance enough not to contradict 
him who ſhall tell her ſo. 

Fain. For a paſſionate lover, methinks you are a 
man ſomewhat too diſcerning in che failings of your 
mitirels, 

Mira, 


- a 
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ira. Ard for a diſcerning man, ſomewhat too paſ- 
fate a lover; for I lice her with all her taults; * 
like her for her faults. Her follies are fo natural, 
ſo artful, that they become her; and thoſe a&clarions 
— Which in another woman wou d be odious, ferve but to 
make her more agreeable. II teil thee, Fainali, ſhe 
Once us d me with that inſolence. taat in revenge | took 
her to pieces ; ; fifred her, and ieparated her failings ; I 
Rudy d em. and got em by rote. The catalogue was 
ſo large, that 1 was not without hopes, one day or o- 
ther to hate her heartily - to which end ] ſo us'd myſelf 
to thirk of em, that at length, contrary to my deſign 
and expectation, they gave me every hour Jeſs and leſs 
diſturbance; till in a few days it became habitual to 
me, to remember em without being diſpleas d. They 
are now grown as familiar ro me as my own frailties ; 
and in a] probability in a little time longer I ſhall like 
em as well. 

Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half as well ac- 

inted with her charms, as you are with ber defects, 

and my life on't, you are your own man again. 

Mira. Say you to ? 

Fain. I, I, I have experience: I have a wife, and 


b ith... 


SCENE W. 


[To them.] MesskNOER. 

NM. Ts one Squire H/itwoud here? 

Bet. Yes; what's your buſineſs:? 

Mefſ. 1 have a letter ſor him, from his brother Sir 
Wiljul, which J am charg'd to deliver into his own þ 
hands. J 

Bet. He's in the next room, friend chat way. 


SCENE | 
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SCENE V. 


MixaB ELI, Falx ALL, Bgrrr. 

Mira. What, is the chief of that noble family in town, 
Sir Wilfal Witwoud ? 

Fain. He is expected to-day. Do you know him? 

Mira. J have fcen him, he promiſes to be an extra- 
ordinary perſon ; I think you have the honour to be 
related to him. 

Fain. Ves; he is half- brother to this Vitæuound by 2 
former wife, who was ſiſter to my Lady Vi fort, my 
wife's mother. If you marry M://amant, you mult call 
couſins too. 

Mira. I had rather be his relation than his acquain* 
tance. 

Fain, He comes to town in order to equip himſelf for 
travel. 

Mira. For travel! Why the man chat I mean is a- 
bove forty. 

Fain. No matter for that: tis for the honour of 
England, that all Europe ſhou'd know we have block- 
beads of all ages. 

Mira. I wonder there is not an act of parliament to 
fave the credic of the nation, and prohibit the exporta- 


tion of fools. 


Fain. By no means, *tis better as tis; tis better to 
trade with a little loſs, than to be quite eaten up with 


being overſtock d. 


Mira. Pray, are the follies of this knight-errant, and 
thoſe of the ſquire his brother, any thing related ? 

Fain. Not at all; Witwoud grows by the knight, 
like a medlar grafted on a crab. One will melt in your 
mouth, and t'other ſet your teeth on edge; one is all 
pulp, and the other all core. 

Mira. So one will be rotten before he be ripe, and 
the other will be rotten without ever being ripe at all. 

Fain. Sir Wilful is an odd mixture of baſſifulneſs and 
obſtinacy.—But when he's drunk, he's as loving as the 

G monſter 


CO an See ES 
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monſter in the Tempeſt; and much after the ſame man- 
ner. To give Cother his due, he has ſomething of 
good-nature, and does not always want wit. 

Mira. Not always ; but as often as his memory fails 
him, and his common place of compariſons. He is a 
Fool with a good memory, and ſome few ſcraps of o- 
ther folks wit. He is one whoſe converſation can ne- 


ver be approv'd, yet it is now and then to be endur d. 


He has indeed one good quality, he is not exceptious; 


for he ſo paſſionately affects the reputation of under- 


ſtanding raillery, that he will conſtrue an affront into a 
jeſt; and call downright rudeneſs and ill- language, ſa- 


tire and fre. 


Fain, If you have a mind to finiſh his picture, you 


have an opportunity to do it at full length. Behold 
the original. | 


SCENE VI. 


[To them.] Wirwoup. 

Mit. Aﬀord me your compaſſion, my Dear; pity 
me, Fainal; Mirabell, pity me. | 

Mira. I do from m y ſoul. 

Fain. Why, what's the matter? 

Wit. No letters for me, Betty ? 
5 Bet. Did not a meſſenger bring you one but now, 

ir? 
Wit. Ay, but no other! * 
Bet. No, Sir. 


VII. That's hard, that's very hard; 4A meſſen · 
ger, a mule, a beaſt of burden, he has brought me a 
letter from the foo] my brother, as heavy as a panegy- 
ric in a funeral ſermon, or a copy of commendatory | 
verſes from one poet to another. And what's worſe, | 
*tis as ſure a forerunner of the author, as an epiſtle 


dedicatory. 
Mira. A fool, and your brother, Witzcoud ! 


Wit. Ay, ay, my half-brother, My half-brother 


he is, no nearer upon borour, 
| X ira. 
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_— Then 'tis poſſible he may be but half. a- ſool. 
Wit. Good, good, Mirabell, le drole ! good, good . 
hang him, don't lef's talk of him Fainall, how does 
your Lady ? Gad, I ſay any thing in the world to get 
this fellow out of my head. I beg pardon that I ſnouꝰd 
aſk a man of pleaſare, and the town, a queſtion at 
once ſo foreign and domeſtic. But I talk like an old 
maid at a marriage; I don't know what I fay : bur 
ſhe's the beſt woman in the world. 

Fain. "Tis well you don't know what you ſay, or 
elſe your commendation wou'd go near io make me 
either vain or jealous. 

Vit. No man in town lives well with a wife but 
Fairall. Your judgment, Mirabell? 

Mira. You had better ſtep and af his wife, if * 
_ be credibly informꝰd. 

Wit. Mirabell. 

Mira. Ayr. 

IWit. My dear, I afc ten thouſand 3 Ga 
J have forgot what I was going to ſay to you. 

Abra. I thank you heartily, heartily. 

Hit. No, but pr'ythee excuſe me, 
15 ſuch a memory. 

Mia. Have a care of ſuch apologies, Witzwoud j— 
for I never knew a fool but he afected to complain, 
either of the ſpleen or his memory. 

Fain. What have you done with Petulant ? 

Wit. He's reckoning his money, —my money it was 
have no luck to-day. 

Fain. You may allow him to win of you at play ;— 
for you are ſure to be too hard for him at ropartee: 
fince you monopolize the wit that is between you, the 
fortune mult be his of courſe. 

Mira. } don't find that Petulant confeſſes the ſupe- 
nority of wit to be your talent, Vitæucud. 

Wit. Come, come, you are malicious now, and wou'd 
breed debates Petulaut's my friend, and a very 


my memory 


honeſt fellow, and a very pretty fellow, and has a 
mattering faith and: roth a pretty deal of an odd! 
| ict 
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ſort of a ſmall wit: nay, III do him juſtice, I'm his 
friend, I won't wrong him.—And if he had any judg- 
ment in the world, he wou'd not be altogether con- 
iemptible. Come, come, don't detract from the me- 


rits of my friend. 
Fain, You don't take your friend to be r 


bred. 

Wit. No, no, hang him, the rogue has no manners 
at all, that I muſt own——No more breeding than a 
bum - -baily, that I grant „ pity ; the fellow. . 
has fire and life. 

Mira. What, courage? 

Wit. Hum, faith 1 don't know as to that—, I can't 
fay as to that Yes, faith, in a controverſy, he Il 
contradict any body. 

Mira Tho''twere a man whom he fear'd, or a woman 
whom he lov'd. 

Wit. Well, well, he does not always think before he 
fpeaks ; We have all our failings : you are too hard 
upon him, you are, faith. Let me excuſe him, 
I can defend moſt of his faults, except one or two: 
one he has, that's the truth on't ; if he were my bro- 
ther, I could not acquit bim—that indeed I could wiſh 

were otherways. 
Alira. Ay marry, what's that, Witwoud ? 

Mit. O pardon me——Expoſe the infirmities of my 
friend —No, my Dear, excuſe me there. 

Fain. What, I warrant he's unfincere, or 'tis ſome 
ſuch trifle. ; 
Mit. No, no, what if he be? 'Tis no matter for 
that, his wit will excuſe that : a wit ſhou'd no more 
be ſincere, than a woman conſtant ; one argues a de- 

cay of parts, as t'other of beauty. 

Mira. May be you think him too poſitive? 

Wit. No, no, his being poſitive is an incentive to | 
argument, and keeps up converſation. | 

Fain, Loo illiterate. 


Vit. That! that's his happineſ Ulis want of 
learning 
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learning gives him the more opportunities to ſhew his 


natura] parts. 

Mira. He wants words. | 

Wit. Ay: but ] like him for that now; for his want 
of words gives me the pleaſure very often to explain 
his mcaning. 

Fain. He's impudent. 

Wit. No, that's not it. 

Mira. Vain. 
Mit. No. | 

Mira. What, he ſpeaks unſeaſonable truths ſome- 
times, becauſe he has not wit enough to invent an e- 
vaſion. 

it. Truths! ha, ha, ha! No, no,; fince you will 

have it, —1 mean, he never ſpeaks truth at all, 
'T hat's all, he will lie like a chambermaid, or a wo- 


man of quality's porter. Now that is a fault. 


SCENE VI. 


[To them.) Coacuman. 

Coach. Is Mr. Petulant here, miſtreſs? | 

Bet. Yes. 

Coach. Three gentlewomen in a coach wou'd ſpeak 
with him. | 

Fain. O brave Petulant ! three! 

Bet. I'll tell him. 

C:ach. You muſt bring two diſhes of chocolate and 
a glaſs of cinnamon water. 


SCENE VII. 


MizABELL, FaIN ALL, WiTwoudD. 

Wit. That ſhou'd be for two faſting trumpets, and a 
bawd troubled with wind. Now you may know what 
the three are. | 

Mira. 
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Mira. You are very free with your friend's acquain- 
tance. | 
Mit. Ay, ay, friendſhip without freedom is as dull 
as love without enjoyment, or wine without toaſting ; 
but to tell you a ſecret, theſe are trulls whom he allows 
coach - hire, and ſomething more, by the week, to call 
on him once a- day at public places. 2 a 
Mira How | 
Wit. You ſhall ſee he won't go to 'em, becauſe there's 
no more company here to take notice of him 
Why this is nothing to what he us'd to do: before 
he found out this way, I have known him call for 
himſelf | 
Fain. Call for himſelf! What doſt thou mean? 
Wit. Mean, why he wou'd flip you out of this cho- 
eolate-houſe, juſt when you had been talking to him 
As ſoon 2s your back was turn'C—whip, be was 
one; then trip to his lodging, clap on a hood and 
Car, and a maik, flap inta a hactney-coach, and 
drive hither to the door again in a trice; where he 
wou'd ſend in for himſelf, that is I mean, call for him- 
ſelf, wait for himſelf, nay and what's more, not find- 
ing himſelf, ſometimes leave a letter for himſclf. 
Mira. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary 
believe he waits for himſelf now, he is ſo long a co- 
ming: O, I aſk his pardon. 


SCENE 1X. 


PeruLanT, Migaztit, Faixalt, Wirwovp, 
BETTY, 

Bet. Sir, the coach ſtays. 

Pet. Well, well; JI come; 'Sbud a man had as 
good be a profeſs'd midwife, as a profeſs'd whorema- 
ſer, at this rate; to be knock'd up and rais'd at all 
hours, and in all places. Pox on 'em, I won't come 
—D'ye here, tell em I won't come—Let em ſnivel 
and cry their hcarts out, 


Fain, 
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Fain, You are very cruel, Petulant. 
Pet, All's one, let it pals——1 have a humour to be 
crucl. 
Mira. I hope they are not perſons of condition that 
you ule at this rate. 
Het. Condition, condition's a dry'd fig, if I am not 
in humour By this hand, if they were your 


22 your what d'ye-call.'ems themſelves, they 
muſt wait or rub off, if 1 want appetite. 


Mira. What d'ye-call-'ems ! What are they Wit- 

awoud :; | 
it, Empreſſes, my 3 your what- d ye- 
call ems he means Sultana queens. | 

Pet. Ay, Roxolana's. 

Mira. Cry you mercy. ; 

Fain. Witawoud ſays they are 

Pet. What does he ſay th'are ? 

Wit. I; fine ladies 1 ſay. 

Pet. Paſs on, Witwoud Hark'e, by this light 
Bis relations Two co-heireſles his couſins, and 
an old aunt, who loves caterwauling better than a con- 
venticle. 

Wit. Ha, ha, ha! I had a mind to ſee how the | 
rogue wou'd come off Ha, ha, ha! Gad I can't be 
angry with him, if he had ſaid * were my mother 
and my ſiſters. 

Mira. No. 

Wit. No; the rogue's wit and readineſs of inventi- 
on charm me, dear Petulart. 

Bet. They're gone, Sir, in great anger. 

Pet. Enough, let em trundle. Anger helps com- 
Plexion, ſaves paint. 

Fain. This continence is all diſſembled; this is in 
order to have ſomething to brag of the next time he 
makes court to Millamant, and ſwear he has abandon'd 


the whole ſex for her ſake. 


Mira. Have you not left off your impudent pretenſi- 
on there yet? I ſhall cut your throat, ſome time or o- 
ther, Fetulant, about that buſineſs, p 

et. 


n ” 


* n * terer . 
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1 a. _ 


lodges by my Lady V iſe farts? 


ter I went. Was there any mention made of my uncle, 


Pray that heav'n may grant it On in the mean time, 
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Pet. Ay, ay, let that paſ There are other throats 
to be cut. 

Mira. Meaning mine, Sir? 

Pet. Not I—1 mean nobody know nothing 
But there are uncles and nephews in the world 
And they may be rivals What then ? All's 


one for that 
Mira. How! Hark'e, Petulant, come UNE 


"Explain, or I ſhall call your interpreter. 


Pet. Explain ; I know nothing Why you have 
an uncle, have you not, lately come to town, and 


ra. True. | 
Pit. Why that's enough You and he are not 
friends, and if he ſhou'd marry and have a child, you 
may be difinherited, ha ? : 
Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this truth ? WM 
Pet. All's one for that; why then ſay I know ſome- WM 


thin 
Mora. Come, thou art an honeſt fellow. Petulant, 


and ſhalt make love to my miſtreſs, thou ſha't, faith, 


What haſt thou heard of my uncle ? 
Pet. I, nothing I. If throats are to be cut, let ſwords | 


claſh ; ſnug” s the word, I ſhrug and am filent. 


Mira. O raillery, raillery. Come, I know thou 
art in the women's ſecrets What, you're a ca- 
baliſt; I know you ſtaid at Millamant's laſt night, af- 


or me? Tell me. If thou hadſt but good nature e- 
qual to thy wit, Perulant, Tony Witwoud, who is now 
thy competitor in fame, wou'd ſhew as dim by thee as 
a dead whiting's eye by a pearl of orient; he wou'd 
no more be ſcen by thee, than Mercary is by the ſun. 
Come, I'm ſure thou wo't tell me. 

Pet. If I do, will you grant me common ſenſe then, 


for the future ? 
Mira. Faith I'll do what I can for thee, and III 


Pet. Well, Hark e. 


Fain. 
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Fain. Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as 
warm a rival as a lover. | 

Mit. Pſaw, pſhaw, that ſhe laughs at Petulant is 
plain. And for my part—— But that it is almoſt a fa- 
ſhion to admire her, 1 ſhou'd Hark e Jo tell 

ou a ſecret, but let it go no farther Between 
friends, I ſhall never break my heart for her. 

Fain. How |! 

Wit. She's handſom ; but ſhe's a fort of an uncertain 
woman, 

Fain, I thought you had dy'd for her. 

Wit. Umb No 

Fain. She has wit. 

Wit. Tis what ſhe will hardly allow any body elſe 
Now, demme, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as hand- 
ſom as Cleopatra. Mirabell is not ſo ſure of her as he 
thinks for. 

Fain. Why do you think ſo? 

Wit. We ſaid pretty late there [aft night; 12 heard 
ſomething of an uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come 
to town, and is between him and the beſt part of 
his eſtate; Mirabell and he are at ſome diſtance, as my 
Lady Wi/fort has been told, and you know ſhe hates 
Mirabell worſe than a quaker hates a parot, or than 
a fiſnmonger hates a hard froſt. Whether this uncle 
has ſeen Mrs. Millamant or not, I cannot ſay; but 
there were items of ſuch a treaty being in embrio ; and 
if it ſhou'd come to life, poor Mrabell wou'd be in 
fome ſort unfortunately fobb'd i'taith 

Fain. Tis impoſſible Millamant ſhou'd hearken to 


it. 


Wit. Faith, my dear, I can't tell; ſhe's a woman, 


and a kind of a humouriſt, 


Mira. And this is the fum of what you cou'd colle& 
laſt night. 


Pet. The quinteſſence. May be Witueud knows 


more, he ſtaid longer Beſide, they never mind him; 
of lay any _ before him, 
= Mira. 
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Mira. I thought you had been the greateſt favourite. 
Pet. Ay, fete 2 tte; but not in public, becauſe I 


make remarks. 

Mira. You do? | 

Pet. Ay, ay; pox, I'm malicious, man. Now he's 
ſoft, you know ; they are not in awe of him The 
fellow's well bred ; he's what you call a—— W hat- 
d'ye- call em, a fine gentleman : but he's filly withal. 

Mira. I thank you, I know as much as my curio- 
ſity requires. Fainall, are you for the Mall? 

Fain. Ay, I'll take a turn before dinner. 

Wit. Ay, we'll all walk in the Park; the Ladies 
talk d of being there. 

Mira. I thought you were oblig d to watch for your 
brother Sir W1//al's arrival. 

Wit. No, no; he comes to his aunt's, my Lady Wißb- 
fort: pox on him, [ ſhall be troubled with him too; 
what ſhall 1 do with the fool ? 

Pet. Beg him for his eſtate, that I may beg you 
afterwards ; and ſo have but one trouble with you both. 
Wit. O rare Petulant, thou art as quick as fire in a 

froſty morning; thou ſhalt to the Mall with us, and 

we ll be very ſevere. 

Pet. Enough, I'm in a humour to be ſevere. 

Mira. Are you? Pray then walk by yourſelves— 
Let not us be acceſſary to your putting the Ladies out 
of countenance with your ſenſeleſs ribaldry, which you 
roar out aloud as often as they paſs by you ; and when 
you have made a handſom woman bluſh, then you 
think you have been ſevere. 

Pet. What, what? Then let 'em either ſhew their 
innocence by not underſtanding what they hear, or elſe 
ſhew their diſcretion by not hearing what they wou'd 
not be thought to underſtand. 

Mira. But haſt not thou then ſenſe enough to know 
that thou ought'ſt to be molt aſham'd thyſelf, when 
thou haſt put another out of countenance? 

Pet. Not I, by this hard always take blaſhing 


Mira. 


Either for a fgn of guilt, or ill- breeding. 
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Ira. I confeſs you ought to think ſo. You are in 
the right, that you may plead the error of your judg- 
ment in defence of your practice. 


Where modeſly's ill. manners, "tis but fit 
That impudence and malice paſs for wit; 


ACT BE SCENT LE 
St. JAMES PARK. 


Ar. FAINALL, and Mrs. MarwooD: 


| As. Fax ALI. 
Y, ay, dear Marweed, if we will be happy, we 
muſt find the means in ourſelves, and among our- 
ſelves. Men are ever in extremes; either doating, or 
averſe. While they are lovers, if they have fire and 
ſenſe, their jealoufies are inſupportable : and when 
they ceaſe to love, (we ought to think at leaſt) they 
lothe ; they look upon us with horror and diſtaſte; 
they meet us like the ghoſts of what we were, and as 
from ſuch, they fly from us. | | ; 
Mrs. Mar. True, "tis an unhappy circumſtance of 
life, that love ſhou'd ever die before us; and that tire 
man ſo often ſhou'd out-live the lover. But ſay what 
you will, tis better to be left than never to have been 
r lov'd. To paſs our youth in dull indifference, to re- 
e fuſe the ſweets of life becauſe they once mutt leave 
d us, 15 as prepoſterous, as to wiſh to have been born old, 
becauſe we one day muſt be old. For my part, my 
youth may wear and waſte, but it ſhall never ruſt in 
my poſſeſſion. | 
Mrs, Fain. Then it ſeems you diſſemble an aver- 
$4 ſion to mankind, only in compliauce to my mothers 


Eumour. 
rs. Mar. 
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Mrs Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no taſte 
of thoſe inſipid dry diſcourſes. with which our ſex 
of force muſt entertain themſelves, apart from men, 
We may affect endearments to each other, profeſs e- 
ternal friendſhips, and ſeem to dote like lovers; but 
'tis not in our natures long to perſevere. Love will 
reſume bis empire in our breaſts, and every heart, or 
ſoon or late, receive and readmit him as its lawful 
tyrant. 

Mrs. Fain. Bleſs me, how have I been deceiv'd ! 
Why you profeſs a libertine. 

Mrs. Mar. You ſee my friendſhip by my freedom. 
Come, be as fincere, acknowledge that your ſenti 
ments agree with mine. 

Mrs Fain. Never. . 

Mrs. Mar. You hate mankind ? 

Mrs. Fain. Heartily, inveterately. 

Mrs. Mar. Your huſband ? 

Mrs. Fain. Moſt tranſcendently ; ay tho' I ſay it, 
meritoriouſly, | 

Mrs. Mar. Give me your hand upon it. 

Mrs. Fain, There. 

Mrs. Mar. I join with you ; what I have ſaid has 
been to try you. 

Mrs. Fain. Is it poſſible? Doſt thou hate thoſe vi- 

rs men ? 

Mrs. Mar. I have done hating 'em, and am now 
come to deſpiſe 'em; the next thing I have to do is 
eternally to forget 'em. 

Mrs. Faiz. There ſpoke the ſpirit of an Anaxon, 2 
Penth, filea. 

Mrs. Mar. And yet 1 am thinking ſometimes to car- 
ry my averſion further, 

Mrs. Fain. How? | 

Mrs. Mar. Faith by marrying ; if I cou'd but find | 
one that lov'd me very well, and would be throughly 
ſenſible of ill uſage, I think I ſhould do myſelf the 


violence of undergoing the ceremony, 
Mrs. Fair. 
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Mrs. Fain, You would not make him a cuckold ? 

Mrs. Mir. No; but I'd make him believe 1 did, 
and that's as bad. 

Mrs. Fain. Why had not you as good do it ? 

Mrs. Mar. O it hc ſhou'd ever diſcover it, he wou'd 
then know the worſt, and be out of his pain; but I 
wou'd have him ever to continue upon the rack of fear 
aud jcalouſy | 

Mrs. Fain. Ingenious miſchief! Wou'd thou wert 
married to Mirabell. | 

Mrs. Mar. Wou'd I were. 

Mrs. Fain. You change colour. 

Mrs. Mar. Becauſe | hate him. 

Mrs. Fain. So do 1; but 1 can hear him nam'd. 
But what reaſon have you to hate him in particu- 


lar. 


Mrs. Mar. I never lov'd him; he is, and always 


| was inſufferably proud. 


Mrs. Fain. By the reaſon you give for your averſi- 
on, one wou'd think it diſſembled ; for you have laid 
a fault to his charge, of which his enemies muſt ac- 

uit him. 

Mrs. Mar. O then it ſeems you are one of his fa- 
vourable enemies. Methinks you look a little pale, 
and now you fluſh again. 

Mrs. Fain. Dol? I think I am a little ſick o' the. 
ſudden. 

Mrs Mar. What ails you? 

Mrs. Fein. My huſband Don't you ſee him? He 
turn d ſhort upon me unawares, and has almoſt over- 
come me. 


SCENE IL 


[To them.] Faix ATL and MIRABELL. 
Mrs. Mar. Ha, ha, ha ! he comes opportunely for 
you. 
Ars. Fain, For you, for he has brought Mirabell 
with him. 
| Fain, 
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his curioſity, and will willingly diſpenſe with the hear 


vou will oblige us both, 
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Fain. My Dear. 

Mrs. Fain. My Soul. 

Fain. You don't look well to-day, child. 

Mrs. Fain. D'ye think ſo? 

Mira. He is the only man that does, Madam. 

Mrs. Fain. The oaly man that wou'd tell me ſo at 
leaſt; and the only man from whom I cou'd hear it 
without mortification. - 

Fain. O my Dear, I am ſatisfy d of your tenderneſs; 
I know you cannot reſent any thing from me ; eſpeci- 
ally what is an effect of my concern. 
Mrs. Fain. Mr. Mirabell, my mother interrupted you 
in a pleaſant relation laſt night, I wou'd fain hear it out. 

Mira. The perſons concern d in that affair, have yet 
a tolerable reputation. I am afraid Mr. Fainal will 
be cenſorious. 

Mrs. Fain, He has a humour more prevailing than 


ing of one {candalous ſtory, to avoid giving an occa- 
ſion to make another by being ſeen to walk with Eis 
wife. This way, Mr. Mirabell, and I dare A 


SEN. E HI: 


FAINx ALL, Mrs, Mar woop. . 
Fain. Excellent creature! Well, ſere if I ſhou'd live 
to be rid of my wife, I {hou'd be a miſerable man. 
Mrs. Mar. Ay! a 
Fain, For having only that one hope, the accom- 
plihment of it, of conſequence muſt put an end to all 
my hopes; and what a wretch is he who mult ſurvive 
his hopes! Nothing remains when that day comes, 0: 
but to fit down and weep like A ea ander, when he 
wanted other worlds to conquer in 
Mrs. Mar. Will you not follow em! 
Faith. I think not. 
Mrs. Mar. Pray let us; I have a reaſon. | bl 
Fain, 
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Fain. Vou are not jealous? 
Mrs. Mar. Of whom? 
Fain. Of Mirabell. 
Mrs. Mar. It I am, is it inconſiſtent with my love 
to you that I am tender of your honour ? 
Fain. You wou'd intimate then, as if there were a 
fellow-feeiing between my wife and him. 
Mrs. Mar. I think ſhe does not hate him to that de- 
grze ſhe wou'd be thought. | 
Fain. But he, I fear, is too inſenſible. 
Mrs. Mar. It may be you are deceiv'd. 
Fain. It may be ſo. I do not now begin to appre- 
hend it. £ 
Mrs. Mar. What ? 
Fain. That l have been deceiv'd, Madam, and you 
ate falſe. 
Mrs. Mar. That I am falſe! what mean you? 
Fain. To let you know | ſee thro' all your little arts 
Come, you both love him; and both have equally 
diſſembled your averſion. Your-mutual jealouſies of 
one another, have made you claſh till you have both 
ſtruck fire. I have ſeen the warm confeſſion reddening. 
on your cheeks, and ſparkling from your eyes. 
Mrs. Mar. You do me wrong. | 
Fain. I do not—'Twas for my eaſe to overſee and 
wilfully negle& the groſs advances made him by my 
wife; that, by permitting her to be engag'd, I might 
eontinue unſuſpected in my pleaſures ; and take you 
gftner to my arms in full ſecurity. But cou'd you think, 
becauſe the nodding huſband wou'd not wake, that e er 
the watchful lover {lept ? 
Mrs. Mar, And wherewithal can you reproach me? 
Fain, With infidelity, with loving another, with love 
ef Mirabell. 
Mrs. Mar. Tis falſe. I challenge you to ſhew an 
inſlance that can confirm your groundleſs accuſation. 
I hate him. 
Fain. And wherefor do you hate him? He is inſenſi - 
ble, and your reſentment follows his neglect. 3 N 
ance! 


ain. 
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ſtance ! the injuries you have done him are a proof: 


your interpoſing in his love. What cauſe had you to 


make diſcoveries of his pretended paſſion? To unde- 


ceive the credulous aunt, and be the officious obſtacle 
of his match with M. /lamant ? 

Mrs. Mar. My obligations to my Lady urg'd me : 
J had profeſ;'d a friendſhip to her; and cou d not ſee 
— nature fo abus d by that diſſembler. 

Fain. What, was it conſcience then? Profeſs'd a 
friendſhip ! O the pious friendſhips of the female ſex ! 

Mrs. Mar. More tender, more ſincere, and more en- 
during, than all the vain and empty vows of men, whe- 
ther profeſſing love to us, or mutual faich to one ano- 
ther. 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha! you are my wife's friend too. 

Mrs. Mar. Shame and ingratitude ! Do you reproach 


me? You, you upbraid me! Have I been falſe to her, 


thro' ſtrict fidelity to you, and ſacriſic d my friendſhip 
to keep my love inviolate ? And have you the baſeneſs 
to charge me with the guilt, unmindful of the merit! 
To you it ſhou'd be meritorious, - that I have been vi- 
cious: and do you reflect that guilt upon me, which 
 ſhou'd lie buried in your boſom ? 

Fain, You miſinterpret my reproof. I meant but to 
remind you of the flight account you once cou'd make 
of ſtricteſt ties, when ſet in competition with your love 
to me, | ; 

Mrs. Mar. Tis falſe, you urg'd it with deliberate 
 malice——'twas ſpoke in ſcorn, and I never will for- 
give it. | | 

Fain. Your guilt, not your reſentment, begets your 
rage. If yet you lov'd, you cou'd forgive a jealouſy : 
but you are ſtung to find you are diſcover'd. 

Mrs. Mar. It ſhall be ail diſcover'd. You too ſhall be 
diſcover'd; be ſure you ſhall. I can but be expos d 
If I do it myſelf | ſhall prevent your baſeneſs. 

Fain, Why, what will you do? 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcloſe it to your wife ; own what has 
palt between us. 


Fain, 
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Fain. Frenzy! 

Mrs. Mar. By all my wrongs I'll do it—T'll publiſh 
to the world ihe ir juries you have done me, both in my 
fame and fortune : with both ] truſted you, you bank» 
rupt in honour, as indigent of wealth, 

Fain. Your fame I have preſerv'd. Your fortune has 
been beftow'd as the prodigality of your love would 
have it, in pleaſures which we both have ſhar d. Vet, 
had not you been falſe, I had ere this repaid t—' is 
true—had you permitted Mirabel with Millamant to 
have ſtoll'n their marriage, my Lady had been incens'd 
beyond all means of reconcilement: Millamant had 
fortcited the moiety of her fortune; which then wou'd 
have deſcended to my wife and wherefore did I 
marry, but to make lawful prize of a rich widow's 
wealth, and ſquander it on love and you ? 

Mrs. Mar. Deceit and frivolovs pretence. 

Fein. Death, am I not married? What, pretence ? 
Am I not impriſon d. fetter'd ? have I not a wife ? Nay, 
a wife that was a widow, a young widow, a handiom 
widow ; ard wou'd be again a widow, but that I have 


| a heart of proof, and ſomething of a conſtitution to 


buſtle thro' te ways of wedlock and this world? Will 
you yet be reconci]'d to truth and me? 

Mrs. Mar. Impoſſible. Truth and you are inconſi- 
fent—1 hate you, and ſhall for ever. 

Fain For loving you ? EG». 

Mrs. Mar.] loath the name of love after ſuch uſage ; 
and next to the guilt with which you wou'd aſperle me, 
I ſcorn you molt. Farewell. 

Fain. Nay, we mult not part thus. 

Mrs. Mar. Let me go. 

Fan Come, I'm forty. 

Mrs Mar. | care not—let me go—Preak my hands, 
do— I'd leave em to get looſe. 

Fain. I wou'd not hurt you for the world. Have I 
no other hold to keep you here? : 

Mrs. Mar. Well, I have deferv'd it all. 

Fain. You know 1 love you. 


1. _— 
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Mrs. Mar. Poor diſſembling !—-O that—Well, it is 
not yet— 

- Fain. What? what is it not? what is it not yet? It 
is not yet too late 

Mrs. Mar. No, it is not yet too late—I have that 
comfort. 

Fain. It is, to 0 lere another. 

Mrs. Mar. Bot not to loath, deteſt, abhor mankind, 
myſelf, and the whole treacherous world. 

Fain. Nay, this is extravagance—Come,- I aſk your 
pardon—No tears—1 was to blame, I cou'd not love 
you and be eaſy in my doubts—Pray forbear—1 believe 
you; I'm convinc'd F've done you wrong; and any 
way, ev'ry way will make amends ;—— I'll hate my 
wife yet more, damn her, I! part with her, rob her 
of all ſhe's worth, and we'll retire ſomewhere, any 
where, to another world, T'll marry thee—Be pacify'd 
—*Sdeath, they come, hide your face, your tear-— 
You have a maſk, wear it a moment, I his way, this 
way, be perſuaded. 


SCENE IV. 


Miz azeLL and Mrs. FaIxAIL. 

Mrs. Fain. They are here yet. 

Mira. They are turning into the other walk. 

Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my huſband, I covu'd 
bear to ſee him; but fince | have deſpis'd him, he's 
too offenſive. 

Mira. O you ſhou'd hate with prudence. 

Mrs, Fain. Ves; for J have lov'd with indiſcretion. 

Mira. You ſhou'd have juſt ſo much diſguſt for your 
pr as may be ſufficient to make you reliſh your 
over 

Mrs. Fain. You have been the cauſe that I have lov'd 
without bounds, and wou'd you ſet limits to that a- 
verſion, of which you have been the occaſion ? Why 
did you make me marry this man ? . 

2 ; Mira. 


Tae WAY or runs WORLD. 35 


Mira. Why do we daily commit diſagreeable and 
dangerous actions ? to ſave that idol reputation. If 
the familiarities of our loves had produc'd that conſe- 
cuence, of which you were apprehenſive, where cou'd 

ou have fix d a father's name with credit, but on a 
huſband ? I knew £arnall to be a man laviſh of his 
morals, an intereſted and — friend, a falſe and 
a deſigning lover; yet one whole wit and outward 
fair behaviour, have gain'd a reputation with the town, 
enough to make that woman ſtand excus'd, who has 
ſuffer d herſelf to be won by his addreſſes. A better 
man ought not to have been ſacrific'd to the occaſion; 
a worſe had not anſwer'd to the purpole. When you 
are weary of him, you know your remedy. _ 

Mrs. Fain I ought to ſtand in ſome degree of credit 
with you, Mrabell. 

Mira. In quſtice to you, I have made you privy to 
my whole deſign, and put it in your power to ruin or 
advance my fortune. 8 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent : 
y our pretended uncle. 

Mira. Waitwell, my ſervant. 

Mrs. Fain. He is an humble ſervant to Feible my 
mother's woman, ' and may win her to your intereſt. 

Mira. Care is taken for that—She is won and worn 
by this time. They were married this morning. 

Mrs. Fain. Who ? | 

Mira. Waitawell and Foible. I wou'd not tempt my 
ſervant to betray me by truſting him too far. If your 
mother, in hopes to ruin me, ſhou d conſent to marry 
my pretended uncle, he might, like Maſca in the Fox, 
ſtand upon terms; ſo I made him ſure beforehand. 

Mrs. Fain. So, if my poor mother is caught into a 
contract, you will diſcover the impoſture betimes ; and 
releaſe her by producing a certificate of her galant's 
former marriage. | 
Mira, Yes, upon condition that ſhe conſent to my 
marriage with her niece, and ſurrender the moiety of 
her fortune in her poſſeſſion. M 

3, 
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Mrs. Fain. She talk'd laſt night of endeavouring at 2 
match between M://amant and your uncle, 

Mira. That was by Foible's direction, and my in- 
ſtruction, that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more pri- 
vately. 

Mrs. Fain. Well, I have an opinion of your ſucceſs; 
for I believe my Lady will do any thing to get an hu- 
ſband; and when ſhe has this, which you have provi- 
ded for her, I ſuppoſe ſhe will ſubmit to any thing to 
get rid of him. 

Mira. Yes, I think the good Lady wou'd marry any 
thing that reſembl'd a man, tho' twere no more than 
what a butler could pinch out of a napkin. 

Mrs. Fain. Female frailty ! We muſt all come to it, 
if we live to be old, and feel the craving of a falſe ap- 
petite when the true is decay d. 

Mira. An old woman's appetite is deprav” F like that 
of a girl Tis the green ſickneſs of a ſecond childhood; 
and like the faint offer of a latter ſpring, ſerves but to 
uſher in the fall, and withers in an affected bloom, 

Mrs. Fain. Here's your miſtreſs, 


SCENE IV. 


[To them.) Mrs MiLLamanTt, Wirwoupr, Mixcixs. 

Mira. Here ſhe comes i'faith full ſail, with her fan 
ſpread and ſtreamers out, and a ſhoal of fools for 
tenders —Ha, no, I cry her mercy. 

Mrs. Fain. I ſee but one poor empty ſculler ; ; and he 
tows her woman after him. 

Mira. You ſeem to be unattended, Madam von 
us d to have the leau monde throng after you; and 2 
Mock of gay fine perukes hovering round you. 

Mit. Like moths about a candle I had like to have 
loſt my compariſon for want of breath. | 

Milla. OT have deny'd myſelf airs to-day, I have 


walk d as faſt thro' the crowd 


Wit. 
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Wit. As a favorite juſt diſgrac'd; and with as few 


followers. | 
Milla. Dear Mr. Witawood, truce with your ſimili. 
tudes; for I am as ſick of em 
IFit. As a phyſician of a good air I cannot hel 
it, Madam, tho' tis againſt myſelf. | 
Mila. Vet again! Mincing, ſtand between me and 
his wit. 


Wait. Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a ſkreen before a great 


fire. I confeſs I do blaze to day, I am too bright. 


Mrs. Fain. But, dear Millamant, why were you fo 


long ? 


Milla. Long! Lord, have I not made violent haſte ? 
] have aſk'd every living thing I met for you; I have © 
icquir'd after you, as after a new faſhion. 

Wit. Madam, truce with your fimilitudes—No, you 
met her huſband, and did not aſk him for her. 

Mira. By your leave, #itwoud, that were like in- 
quiring after an old faſhion, to aſk a huſband for his 
wife. | | | | | 

Wit. Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I confeſs it. 

Mrs. Fain. You were dreſs'd before | came abroad. 

Milla. Ay, that's true——O but then I had 
Mincing, what had I? why was I fo long? 

Min. O Mem, your La'ſhip ſtaid to peruſe a pacquet 
of letters. 

Milla. O ay, letters—I had letter Il am perſecuted 
with letters I hate letters No body knows how to 
write letters; and yet one has em, one does not know 
why ——they ſerve one to pia up one's hair. 

Wit. Is that the way? Pray, Madam, do you pin up 
your hair with all your letters? I find 1 mult keep 
copies. | 

22 Only with thoſe in verſe, Mr. Vitauocd, I ne- 
ver pin-up my hair with proſe, I think 1 try'd once, 

ning. . 

Mine. O Mem, I ſhall never forget it. | 

Naila. Ay. poor Mincing tift and tift all the morning. 

Mirc. Till 1 had the cramp in my fingers, * pms, 
| em. 
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Mem. And all to no purpoſe. But when your La'ſhip 
pins it up with poetry, it fits fo pleaſant the next day 
as any thing. and is ſo pure and ſo crips. 

Wit. Indeed ? fo crips? 

Minc. Vou re ſuch a critic, Mr. Vitauood. 

Milla. Mirabell, did you take exceptions laſt night? 
O ay, and went away —-Now I think on't, I'm angry 
No, now [I think on't, I'm pleas'd For I believe I 
gave you ſome pain e 

Mira. Does that pleaſe you? 

Milla. Infinitely; I love to give pain. 

Mira. You wou d affect a cruelty which is not in 
your nature ; your true vanity is in the power of 
pleafing. | 

Milla. O aſk your pardon for that=One's cruelty 
is one's power, and when one parts with one's cruelty, 
one parts with one's power ; and when one has part 
with that, I fancy one's old and ugly. 

Mira. Ay, ay, ſuffer your cruelty to ruin the object 
of your power, to deſtroy your lover—And then how 
vain, how loſt a thing you'll be! Nay, 'tis true: you 
are no longer handſom when you've loſt your lover : 
your beauty dies upon the inſtant: for beauty is the 
lover's gift; tis he beſtows your charms — Your glaſs 
is all a cheat. The ugly and the old, whom the look- 
ing-glaſs mortifies, yet after commendation can be flat- 
ter d by it, and diſcover beauties in it: for that reflects 
our praiſes, rather than our face, 

Milla. O the vanity of theſe men! Fainall, d'ye 
hear him? If they did not commend us, we were not 
handſom! Now you muſt know they cou'd not com- 
mend one, if one was not handſom. Beauty the lo- 
ver's gift Lord, what is a lover, that it can give ? 


Why one makes lovers as faſt as one pleaſes, and they 
live as long as one pleaſes, and they die as ſoon as one 
pleaſes: and then if one pleaſes one makes more. 

Wit. Very pretty. Why you make no more of 
making of lovers, Madam, than of making ſo many 
card-matches, | nd | 


Milla. 
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Milla. One no more owes one's beauty to a lover, 
than one's wit to an echo: they can but reflect what 
we look and ſay; vain empty things if we are filent 
or unſeen, and want a being. 

Mira. Yet, to thoſe two vain empty things, you owe 
two the greateſt pleaſures of your lite, | 

Mila. How ſo? 

Mira. To your lover you owe the pleaſure of hearing 
yourſelves prais'd; and to an echo, the pleaſure of 
hearing yourſelves talk. 

Hit. But 1 know a Lady that loves talking ſo inet. 
ſantly, ſhe won't give an echo fair play: ſhe has that 
everlaſting rotation of tongue, that an echo muſt wait 
till ſhe dies, before it can catch her laſt words. 

Lilia. O fiction; Farnall, let us leave thele men. 

Mira. Draw off, Witwoed. | Aſide ts N.. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain, Immediately : I have a word or two for 
Mr. Witwwced. 


SCENE V. 


MilLLamanT, MirRABELL, Mixscixe. 

Mira. | wou'd beg a little private audience too 
You had the tyranny to deny me laſt night; tho” you 
knew I came to impart a ſecret to you that concern'd 

my love. | 

Mila. You ſaw I was engag'd. 

Mira. Unkind. You had the leiſure to entertain a 
herd of fools; things who viſit you from their exceſlive 
idleneſs; deſtowing on your eaſineſs that time, which 
is the incumbrance of their lives. How can you find 
delight in ſuch ſociety? It is impoſſible they ſhow'd 
admire you, they are not capable: or if they were, it 
ſhou'd be to you as a mortification ; for ſure to pleaſe a 
fool is ſome degree of ſolly. 

Milla. 1 pleaſe myſelf—— Beſides, ſometimes to con- 
verſe with fools is for my health. 

Mira. 
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Mira. Your health! Is there a worſe diſeaſe than the 
converſation of fools ? 

Milla. Yes, the vapours ; fools are pby ſie ſor it, 
next to 4% fa tida. 

Mira. You are not in a courſe of fools ? 

Milla. Mirabell. if you perſiſt in this offenſive-free- 
dom you'll diſpleaſe me——1 think I muſt reſolve 
| afterall, not to have you—We ſhan't agree. 

Mira. Not in our phyſic, it may be. 

Milla. And yet our diſtemper in all likelihood will 
be the ſame; for we ſhall be fick of one another. I 
ſhan't endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed ; "tis 
fo dull to act always by advice, and fo tedious to be 
told of one's fault I can't bear it. Well, I won't 
have you, Mirabell. I'm refolv'd I think you 
may go—Ha, ha, ha! what wou'd you give, that you 
cou'd help loving me ? | 

Ara. I wou'd give ſomething that you did not know 
I cou'd not help it. 

Milla. Come, don't look grave then. Well, what 
do you ſay to me ? 

Mira. I ſay that a man may as ſoon make a friend 
by his wit, or a fortune by his honeſty, as win a wo- 
man with plain dealing and fincerity. 

Milla. Sententious Mirabe!l! priythee don't look 
with that violent and inflexible wiſe face, like S-/omon 
at the dividing of the child in an old tapeſtry hanging. 

Mira. You are merry, Madam, but! — hens 4 

for a moment to be ſerious. 

Villa. What, with that face? No, if you keep your 
countenance, tis impoſible I ſhou'd hold mine. Well, 
aſter all. there is ſomething very moving in a Jove ck 
face Ha, ha, ha Well, I won't laugh, don't 
be peeviſt—Heigho! now I'll be melancholy, as me- 
lancholy as a watch light. Well, Mirabel/, if ever 
you will win me, woo me now—Nay, if you are fo 
tedious, fare you well ;—1 fee they are walking away. 

Mira Can you not find in the variety of your diſpo- 
ſition one moment 

Milla. 
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Milla. To hear you tell me Foible's marry'd, and 
your plot like to ſpeed No. 
Mira. But how you came to know it | 
Milla. Without the help of the devil, you can't ĩma- 
gine; unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me herſelf. Which of the 
two it may have been, I will leave you to conſider ; 
and when you have done thinking of that, think of me, 


SCENE VL 


M1zaBELL alone. ' 
Mira. I have ſomething more Gone—— Think 
of you! To think of a whirlwind, tho” 'twere in a 
whirlwind, were a caſe of more ſteady contemplation ; 
a very tranquillity of mind and manſion. A fellow 
that lives in a wind-mill, has not a more whimfical 
dwelling than the heart of a man that is lodg'd in a 
woman. There is no point of the compaſs to which 
they cannot turn, and by which they are not turn'd; 
and by one as well as another; for motion, not me- 
thod, is their occupation. To know this, and yet 
continue to be in love, is to be made wiſe from the 
dictates of reaſon, and yet perſevere to play the fool 
by the force of inſtinct. O here come my pair 
of turtles, —What, billing ſo ſweetly ! Is not V alen- 
tine's day over with you yet? 


SCENE VII. 


[To him.) WArTWELL, ForeLs. 

Mira. Sirrah, Waitwell, why ſure you think you 
were marry'd for your own recreation, and not for my 
conveniency. | | 

Wait Your pardon, Sir. With ſubmiſſion, we haue 
indeed been ſolacing in law ful delights ; but ſtill with 
an eye to buſineſs, Sir. I have initructed her as we l 

F 28 


mands, Sir, I'll be gone; I'm ſure my Lady is at her 


in a maſk ; if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm ſure ſhe'll 
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as I could. If ſhe can take your directions as readily as 


my inſtructions, Sir, your affairs are in a profperou: way, 
Mira. Give you joy, Mrs. Feible. 
Fb. O-las, Sir, I'm ſo aſham'd I'm afraid my 
Lady has been in a thouſand inquietudes for me. But 
1 proteſt, Sir, I made as much baſte as I could. 
Wait. That ſhe did indeed, Sir. It was wy fault that 


| he did not make more. 


Mira. That I believe. 

F:ib. But I told my Lady as you inſtructed me, Sir, 
That I had a proſpect of ſeeing Sir Roww/and your un- 
cle; and that I wou'd put her Ladyſhip's picture in my 
pocket to ſhew him; which I'll be ſure to ſay has made 
him ſo enamour'd of her beauty, that he burns with 
impatience to lie at her Ladyſhip's feet and worſhip the 
original. 

Mira. Excellent Fiitle ! Matrimony has made you 
£loquent in love, | 

Wait. I think ſhe has profited, Sir. I think fo. 

F:ib. You have ſeen Madam Millamant, Sir? 

Mia Yes. ; 

Foib. I told her, Sir, becauſe I did not know that 


you might find an opportunity; ſhe had ſo much com- 


pany laſt night. | | | 
Mira. Your diligence will merit more—in the mean 
time | [Gives Money. 


F:ib. O dear Sir, your humble ſervant. 

Wait. Spouſe. 

Mira. Stand off, Sir, not a penny Go on and 
proſper, Fribl.— The leaſe ſhall be made good, and 
the farm ftock'd, if we ſucceed. 

Feib. ] don't queſtion your generofity, Sir: and you 
need not doubt of ſucceſs. If you have no more com- 


toilet, and can't dreſs *'till I come. O dear, I'm 
ſure that [L:0king out.] was Mrs. Marwood that went by 


tel! my Lady. I'll make haſte home and prevent her. 
Your ſervant, Sir. B'w'y, N auarell, 
| | SCENE 


28 


Tux WAY or rn WORLD. 43 


SCENE VIL 


MizaBELL, WAITWELL. | 

Wait. Sir Rowland, if you pleaſe. The jade's ſo 
pert upon her preferment ſhe forgets herſelf. 

Mira. Come, Sir, will you endeavour to forget your- 
ſel and transform into Sir Rowland? 

Wait. Why, Sir; it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd re- 
member myſelf ——Marry'd, knighted, and attended 
all in one day! Tis enough to make any man forget 
himſelf. The difficulty will be how to recover my 
acquaintance and familiarity with my former ſelf; and 
fall from my transformation to a reformation into Vait- 
well, Nay, I ſhan't be quite the ſame aitæveil net» 
ther——ſor now I remember me, I'm marry'd, and 
cau't be my own man again. | 


A, there's my grief; that's the ſad change of lift ;, 
{s liſe my title, and yet keep my wife. 


ACT IL SCE NS 


A Room in Lady WisnroRT's Houſe. 


Lady Wisurokr at her Toilet, PEG waiting. 


Lapr. 
Excirur, no news of #ille yet? 
Peg. No, Madam. 
Lady. 1 have no more patience — If I have not 
fretted myſelf, 'till I am pale again, there's no vera- 
city in me. Fetch me the red the red, do you 


hear, Sweat-heart? An errant aſh- colour, as I'm 2 
perion, Look you how this wench ſtirs! Why daſt 
thou 
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thou not fetch me a little red? Didſt thou not hear 


me, Mepu:s | | 


Peg. The red Ratafia does your Ladyſhip mean, or 
the cherry-brandy ? 

Lady. Katafia, fool. No, fool. Not the Ratafaa, 
fool Grant me patience ! I mean the Spaniſb pa- 

, idiot ; complexion, darling, Paint, paint, paint, 


doſt thou underſtand that, changeling, dangling thy 


hands like bobbins before thee? Why doſt chou not 
ſtir, puppet, thou wooden thing upon wires. 

Peg. Lord, Madam, your Ladyſhip is ſo impatient— 
I cannot come at the point, Madam, Mrs. Faible has 
lock'd it up, and carry'd the key with her. 

Lady. A poxtake you both—Fetch me the cherry- 
brandy then. 


SCENE IL 


W1ISHFORT. | 
T'm as pale and as faint, J look like Mrs. Qualm- 
fick the curate's wife, that's always breeding —Wench 
come, come, wench, what art thou doing, ſipping ? 
taſting ? Save thee, doſt thou not know the bottle? 


SCENE II. 


Lady) Wis uro r, PiG with a Bottle and China Cap. 
Peg. Madam, I was looking for a cup. 3 
Lady. A cup, ſave thee, and what a cup haſt tho 

brought! Doſt thou take me for a jairy, to drink out 

of an acorn Why didſt thou not bring thy thimble? 

Haſt thou ne'er a brals-thimble clinking in thy pocket 

with a bit of nutmeg ? I warrant thee, Come, fl, 


fill. —— So again. See who that iI One knocks] 


Set down the bottle firſt— Here, here, under the 
table What wou'dſt thou go with the bottle in thy 


hard like a tapſter. As I'm a perſon, this W 
| | liv' 
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liv'd in an inn 1 before ſhe came to me, 
like Maritornes the Afturian in Don Quiæcte. No 
Faible yet ? 

Peg. No, Madam, Mrs. Marawoed. 

Lay. O Marwoed, let her come in. Come i in, gbod 


Marwoed. 


if 


SCENE VIV. 


[To them] Mrs. Marwoop. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm ſurpriz'd to find your Ladyſhip in 
&;/pabille at this time of day. 

Lady. Foible's a loſt thing; has been abroad ſince 
morning, and never heard of ons. 

Mrs. Mar. I ſaw her but now, as I came maſk'd 
through the Park, in conference with Mirabell. 

Lady. With Mirabell!“ You call my blood into my 
face, with mentioning that traitor. She durſt not have 
the confidence. I fent her to negotiate an affair, in 
which if I'm detected, I'm undone. If that wheed- 
ling villain has wrought upon Foible to detect me, I'm 
rTuin'd. Oh, my dear friend, I'm a wretch of wretches 
if I'm detected. 

Mrs. Mar. O, Madam, you cannot ſuſpect Mrs. 
Fiible's integrity. 

Lady. O, he carries poiſon in his tongue that wou'd 
corrupt integrity itſelf. If ſhe has given him an op- 
portunity, ſhe has as good as put her integrity into his 
hands. Ah dear Marwod, what's integrity to an op- 
portunity ? Hark ! | hear her Dear friend, 
retire into my cloſet, that I may examine her with 
more freedom You'll pardon me, dear friend, I 
can make bold with you There are books over 
the chimney Juarles and Pryn, and the Short 
View of the Stage, with Bunyan's works to entertain 
50u.— Go, you thing, and ſend her in. [To Peg. 
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SCENE V. 


Lady Wiszroar, ForBLE. 
Lat O Feible, where haſt thou been ? what haſt 


thou been doing? 


Foib. Madam, I have ſeen the party. 
Lady. But what haſt thou done: 

Fiib. Nay, tis your Ladyſhip has done, and are to 
do; I have only promis'd. But a man ſo enamour'd 
ſo tranſported ! Well, if worſhipping of pictures 
be a fin Pbor Sir Rodd I ſay. 

Lady. The miniature has been counted like 


But 


haaſt thou not betray'd me Faible? Haſt thou not de- 


tected me that faithleſs Mirabell? What hadſt thou 


to do with him in the Parx? Anſwer me, has he got 


nothing out of . thee ? 

Feib. So, the devil has been beforehand with. me. 
What ſhall I ſay ? Alas, Madam, cou'd I 5 it, 
if I met that confident thing? Was I in fault? If 
you had heard how he us'd me, and all upon your La- 
dyſnip's account, I'm ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect my fi- 
delity Nay, if that had been the worſt 1 cou'd have 
borne: but he had a fling at your Ladyſhip too; 
and then I cou'd not hold: but i' faith I gave him his 
own, 

Lady. Me? What did che filthy fellow ſay? 

F:ib. O Madam; tis a ſhame to ſay what he ſaid 
— With his taunts and his ſicers, toſſing up his noſe. 
Humb {ſays he} what you are a hatching ſome plot 
(ſays he) you are ſo early abroad, or catering (ſays he) 
ferreting for ſome diſbanded officer, 1 warrant—Half- 
Well, what 
penſion does your Lady propoſe ? Let me ſee (ſays 
he} what, ſhe muſt come down pretty deep now, ſhe's 
ſuperannuated (ſays he) and 

Lady. Ods my life, III have him, Fl have him 
murder d. ]'ll have him —_ Where does he 

eat? 
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ezt? IIIl marry a drawer to have him poiſon'd in his 
wine. Ill ſend for Robin from Lackets—immediately, 

Fab. Poiſon him? Poiſoning's too good for him, 
Starve him, Madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowland, 
and get him diſinherited. O you wou'd bleſs yourſelf, 
to hear what he ſaid. 

Lady. A villain, ſuperannuated! 

F:ib. Humb (ſays he) I hear you are laying defigns 
againſt me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to mar- 
ry my uncle; {he does not ſuſpect a word of your 
Ladyſhip ;) but (ſays he) ll fit you for that, I war- 
rant you {ſays he) I'll hamper you. for that (ſays he) 
you and your old frippery too (ſays be) L'Il handle 

ou 
l Lady. Audacious villain! handle me, wou'd he 
durſt—— Frippery ? old frippery! Was there ever 
ſuch a foul-mouth'd fellow? I'll be marry'd to-mor- 
407, I'll be contracted to-night. 
Toi. The ſooner the better, Madam. 

Lady. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſayit thou? when, 
Feille? 

Fiib, Incontinently, Madam. No new ſherifs 
wife expects the return of her huſband after knight- 
| hood, with that impatience in which Sir Koxward burns 
for the dear hour of kiſſing your Ladyſhip's hand af- 
ter dinner. 

Lady. Frippery ? ſuperannuated frippery ! I'll frip- 
pery the villain; I'll reduce him to frippery and 
rags: a tatterdemalion I hope to ſee him hung 
with tatters, like a Long-Lane penthouſe, or a gibbet- 
thief. A flander-mouth'd railer : I warrant the ſpend- 
thrift prodigal's in debt as much as the million lottery, 
or the whole court upon a birth-day. T'li ſpoil his 
credit with his taylor. Yes, he ſhall have my niece 
with her fortune, he ſhall. 

Faib. He! I hope to ſee him lodge in Ludgate firſt, 
and angle into Black-Friars for brats farthings, with 
an old mitten, 

Lady. 
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Lady. Ay dear Foible, thank thee for that, dear, 
Fiitie, He has put me out of all patience. I ſhall 
never recompoſe my features, to receive Sir Rowland 
with any œconomy of face. This wretch has fretted 
me that I am abſolutely decay d. Look, Fosble. 

Fiib., Your I .adyſhip has frown'd a little too raſſily, 
indeed, Madam. There are ſome cracks diſcernible 
in the white verniſh. _ 

Lady. Let me ſee the glaſs Cracks, ſayſt thou 
Why I am errantly flea d I look like an old 
peel d wall. Thou muſt repair me, Foible, before Sir 
Rewwland comes; or I ſhall never keep up to my 
picture. | | 

Fiib. I warrant you, Madam; a little art once made 
your picture like you ; and now a little of the ſame 
art muſt make you like your picture. Your picture 
muſt fit for you, Madam. | 

Lady. But art thou ſure Sir R:xuland will not fail to 
come? Or will I not fail when he does come? Will 
he be importunate, Foible, and puſh? For if he ſhou'd 
not be importunate——1 ſhall never break decorums 
I ſhall die with confuſion, if Il am forc'd to ad- 
Oh no, I can never advance—1 ſhall twoon 
if he ſhou'd expect advances. No, I hope Sir Rowland 


is better bred, than to put a Lady to the neceſſity of 


breaking her forms, I won't be too coy neither. — 
I won't give him deſpair But a little diſdain 1s 
not amils ; a little {corn is alluring. 

Fiib. A little ſcorn becomes your Ladyſhip. 


Laay. Yes, but tenderneſs becomes me beſt——A 


fort of a dyingaeſs—You ſee that picture has a fort of a 
Ha Frille? a ſwimmingnels in the eyes Yes, 
III look fo My niece affects it; but ſhe wants fea- 
tures. Is Sir Ræzeland handſom? Let my toilet be 
remov'd I'll dreſs above. I'll receive Sir u- 
land here. Is he hand.om? don't anſwer me. I 
won't know : I'll be ſurpriz d. I'll be taken by ſur- 


rize, 
N Freib. 
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Foib. By ſtorm, Madam. Sir Rowland's a briſk 
man. 

Lady. Is he! O then he'li importune, if he's a briſk 
man. I ſhall ſave decorums, if Sir Rowland importunes. 
1 have a mortal terror at the apprehenſion of offending 
againit decorums, O I'm glad he's a briſk man. Let 
my things be remoy'd, good Frible. 


SCENE VI. 


M.. FAINALL, FoiBLe. | 

Mrs. Fain. O Foible, I have been in a fright, left 
ſhou'd come too late. That devil, Marweed, ſaw you 
in the Park, with Mirabe/, and I'm afraid will diſ- 
cover it to my Lady. 

Fiib. Diſcover what, Madam ? 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange face, 
I am privy to the whole deſign; and know that Wait- 
ell, to whom thou wert this morning marry'd, is to 
perſonate Mirabell's uncle, and as ſuch, winning my 
Lady, to involve her in thoſe difficulties from which 
Mirabell only muſt releaſe her, by his making his con- 
Citions to have my couſin and her fortune left to her 


own diſpoſal. - 


Foib. O dear Madam, I beg your pardon. It was 
not my confidence in your Ladyſhip that was deficient 
but I thought the former good correſpondence between 
your Ladythip and Mr. Mirabell, might have hinder'd 
his communicating this ſecret. 

Mrs. Fain, Dear Frille, forget that. | 

F:ib. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet 
winning gentleman But your Ladyſhip is the pat- 
tern of generoſity. Sweet Lady, to be ſo good! 
Mr. Mirahe!l cannot chuſe but be grateful. find 
your Ladyſhip has his heart ſtill. Now, Madam, I 
can ſafely tell your Ladyihip our ſucceſs; Mrs. Mar- 
99d had told my Lady; but I warrant I manag'd 
myſelt. I turn'd it all for the better, I told my ** 

— 1 
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dy that Mr. Mirabell rail'd at her; I laid horrid things 
to his charge, III vow; and my Lady is ſo incens d, 
that ſhe'll be contracted to Sir Rowland to-night, ſhe 
ſays ;—— warrant I work'd her up, that be may 
have her for aſking for, as they ſay of a We maiden» 
head. h 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Fable! 

F:ib. Madam, I beg your Ladyſhip to acquaint Mr, 
Miralell ot his ſucceſs. 1 wou'd be ſeen as little as poſ- 
ſible to ſpeak to him—befides, I believe Madam Mar- 
augsd watches me — She has a month's mind; but ! 
know Mr, Mirabell can't abide her.—{ Calls. } Jobn— 
temove my Lady's toilet. Madam, your ſervant. My 
Lady is ſo impatient, I fear ſhe'll come for me, if I ſtay. 

Mrs. Fain. I'll go with you up the back-ſtairs, le& 
I ſhou'd meet her. 


SCENE Wu. 


Mrs. Mar wood alone. 

Mrs. Mar. Indeed, Mrs. engine, is it thus with you! 
Are you become a go- between of this importance! 
Yes, | hall watch you. Why this wench is the pajes 
par toute, a very maiter-key to every body's ſtrong box, 
My friend, Fainall, have you carry'd it ſo ſwimming- 
ly? I thought there was ſomething in it; but it ſeems 
"tis over with you. Your loathing is not from a want 
of appetite then, but from a ſurfeit. Elſe you cou'd 
never be ſo cool to fall from a principal to be an aſ- 
ſiſtant; to procure for him! a pattern of generoſity, 
that I confeſs. Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met with 
your match. O man, man! woman, woman! 
The devil's an afs : if | were a painter, I would draw 
him like an idiot, a driveler with bib and bells. Man 
ſhou'd have his head and horns, and woman the reſt 
of him. Poor ſimple fiend! Madam Marwwozd has 
a month's mind, but he can't abide her—'T were better 
for him you had not been his confeſſor in that affair; 
without 
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without you cou'd have kept his counſel cloſer. I ſhall 
not prove another pattern of generofity—- he has not 
oblig'd me to that with thoſe exceſſes of himſelf ; and 
now I'll have none of him. Here comes the good La- 
dy, panting ripe; with a heart full of hope, and a 
head full of care, like any chymiſt upon the day of 
projection. i | 


SCENE VII. 


[To her] Lady WisurorT. 

Lazy. O, dear Marw:ocd, what ſhall I ſay for this 
rude torgetfulneſs —— But my dear friend is all good- 
Nets. 

irs. Mar. No apologies, dear Madam, I have been 
very well entertain d. | | 

Lady. As I'm a perſon, I am in a very chaos to 
think I ſhou'd fo forget myſelf —— But I have ſuch an 
clio of affairs really I know not what to do [ Calls] 
—— Foible expect my nephew Sir #7full ev'ry 
moment to : why Foil. he means to travel for 
improvement. 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks, Sir Wilfull ſnou'd rather think 
of marrying than travelling at his years. I hear he is 
turn'd of forty. 

Lady. O, he's in leſs danger of being ſpoil'd by his 
travels I am againſt my nephew's marrying 100 
young. It will be tune enough when he comes back, 
and has acquir'd diſcretion to chuſe for himſelf, 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks, Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd 
make a very fit match. He may travel afterwards. 
Tis a thing very uſual with young gentlemen. 

Lady. I promiſe you I have thought on't—And ſince 
tis your judgment, I'll think on't again. I aſſure you 
I will; I value your judgment extremely. On my 
word 11] propoſe it. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


[To them] FOIBLE. 

Lady. Come, come, Foible———lI had forgot my 
Ks will be here before dinner I mutt * 
halte. 

Fab. Mr. WV itavoud, and Mr. Petulant are come to 
dine with your Ladyſliip. 

- Lady. O dear, I can't appear till I am drefs'd. Dear 
Marwzed, ſhell I be free with you again, and beg you 
to entertain em. III make all imaginable haſte, 


Dear friend, excuſe me. 


E 


Nr:. Man woo, Mr.. MiLLAMAN T, Mixcix s. 

Mila. Sure never any thing was ſo unbred as that 
odious man. Nlaræuccd, your ſervant. 

Mrs. Mar. You have a colour, what's the matter ? 

Milla. That horrid fellow, Petulant, has provok'd 
me into a flame J have broke my fan—Merncang, 
lend me yours; is not all the powder out of my hair ? 

Mis. Mar. No. What has he done! 

Milla. Nay, he has done nothing; he has only 
talk d—Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither ; ; but he has 
contradicted ev'ry thing that has been ſaid. For my 
part, I thought 72nd and he wou'd have quarrell d. 

Minc. I vow, Mem, I thought once they would 
have fit, 

Alia. Well, tis a lamentable thing, I ſwear, that 
one has not the liberty of chuſing one's acquaintance as 
one does one's cloaths, 

Mrs. Mar. If we had that liberty, we ſhou'd be as 
weary ot one ſet of acquaintance, tho" never ſo good, 
as ve are of one ſuit, tho' never ſo fine. A fool anda 
Aus hai? wou'd now and then find days of grace, and 

be worn tor variety, 
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Milla. I could conſent to wear 'em, if they wou'd 
wear alike ; but fools never wear out—They are ſuch 
drap-deberry things! Without one cou'd give em to 
one's chamber- maid after a day or two. 

Mrs. Mar. Twere better ſo indeed. Or what think 
you of the play-houſe? A fine gay gloſſy fool ſnou d 
be given there, like a new maſking habit, after the 
maſquerade is over, and we have done with the diſ- 
guiſe. For a fool's viſit is always a diſguiſe; and 
never admitted by a woman of wit, but to blind her 
affair with a lover of ſenſe. If you wou'd but appear 
barefac'd now, and own Mirabell; you might as ea- 
fily put off Petulant and Mitaucud, as your hood and 


ſcarf. And indeed, *tis time, for the town has found 


it: the ſecret is grown too big for the pretence. "Tis 
like Mrs, Primiy's great belly; ſhe may lace it down 
before, but it burniſhes on her hips. Indeed, Millamant, 


| you can no more conceal it, than my Lady Strammel 


can her face, that goodly face, which in dehance of 
her Rheniſh-wine tea, will not be comprehended in a 
maſk. 

Milla. I'll take my death, Mars, you are more 
cenſorious than a decay'd beauty, or a diſcarded toaſt; 
Mincing, tell the men they may come up. My aunt is 
not dreſſing here; their folly is leſs provoking than 
Jour malice. 


SCENE Xt 


MiIlLAMANT, Marwoop. 

Mil'a. The town has found it ! What has it found ? 
That Mirabell loves me is no more a ſecret, than it is 
a ſecret that you diſcover'd it to my aunt, or than the 
reaſon why you diſcover'd it is a ſecret, 

Mrs. Mar. You are nettled. 

Mila. You're miſtaken. Ridiculous ! 

Mrs. Mar. Indeed, my Dear, you'll tear another 
fan, if you don't mitigate thoſe: violent airs, 

Milla. 
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Milla. O filly ! Ha, ha, ha! I cou'd laugh immo- 
derately Poor Mirabell! His conftancy to me has 
quite deſtroy d his complaifance for all tne world be- 
fide. | ſwear, I never injoin'd it him, to be ſo coy 
| If I had the vanity to think he wou'd obey me, 
] wou'd command him to ſtew more gallantry 
"Tis hardly well bred to be ſo particular on one hand, 
and fo inſenſible on the other. But I deſpair to pre- 
vail, and fo let him follow his own way. Ha, ha, 
ha! Pardon me, dear creature, I muſt laugh, ha, 
ha, ha! Tho' I grant you 'tis a little barbarous, ha, 

ha, ha. 
Mrs. Mar. What pity tis ſo much fine raillery, and 
deliver'd with fo ſignificant geſture, ſhou'd be ſo un- 
haprily directed to miſcarry. 

Milla Ha? Dear creature, I af your pardon— 
I ſwear I did not mind you. 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Mirabetl and you both may think 
it a thing impoſſible, when J ſhall tell him by telling 

ou 
y Milla. O dear, what? for it is the ſame thing, if 
T hear it—Ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, Madam. 

Mila. O Madam, why ſo do I—And yet the crea- 
ture loves me, ha, ha, ha ! How can one forbear laugh- 
ing to think of t—T am a dibyl if I am not amaz d to 
think what he can ſee in me. Tl take my death, I 
think you are handſomer—and within a year or two as 
young If you con'd but ſtay for me, I ſhou'd overtake 
you— But that cannot be.—'Vell, that thought makes 
me melancholic —- Now 1] be fed. 

Mrs. Mar. Your merry note may be nas fs ſooner 
than you think. 

Milla. D'ye ſay ſo? Then I'm reſolv'd I'll have a 
ſong to keep up my ſpirits. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 


o them] Mixcine, 

Mirc. The gentlemen ſtay but to comb, Madam; and 
will wait on you. 

Milla. Deſire Mrs. that is in the next room 
to ſing the ſong 1 wou'd have learnt yeſterday. You 
ſhall hear it, Madam Not that there's any great mat- 
ter in it—but tis agreeable to my humour, 


Re + WED oo 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


J. 
OV E' but the frailty of the mind, 
l ben lit not with ambition ein 43 
ö A fickly fame, which, if nit fed, expires, 
And feeding, woſtes ine; $4 fires. 


"Tis not to evound a 5 5 boy ; 
Or am'rous youth, that gives the joy; 
But 'tts the glory to have pierc d a ſavain, 
For whom inferior beauties ſigh'd in wain, 
III. 
5 Then I alone the conqueſt prize, 


When [ inſult a rival”s Hes: 
If there's delight in lowe, tis arbhen T ſee 
hat heart, <wkich ethers bleed for, bleed for me. 


SCENE XIII. 


[To them] PeruLanT, WriTwouD. 
Mila. ls your animoſity compos'd, Gentlemen? 
Wit. Raillery, raillery, Madam; we have no ant- 
moſity - We hit off a little wit now and then, but no 
aninofity——T he falling out of wits is like the 
falling- 
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falling- out of lover. We agree in the main, like 
treble and baſe. Ha, Petulant ? 

Fet. Ay, in the main—but when I have a humour 
to contradict, | 

Wit. Ay, when he has a humour to contradict, then 
J contradit too, What, I know my cue. Then we 
contradict one another like two battle-dores: for con- 
tradictions beget one another like Jeaus. 

Pet. If he ſays black's black if 'T have a hue 
mour to ſay tis blue let that paſs all's one 
for that. If I have a humour to prove it, it muſt be 
granted, 

Wit. Not poſitively muſt—But it may—it may. 

Pet. Yes, it poſitively muſt, upon proof poſitive. 

Wit. Ay, upon proof poſitive, it muſt; but upon 
proof preſumptive it only may. That's a logical di- 
ſtinction now, Madam. 
Mrs. Mar. I perceive your debates are of importance, 

and very learnedly handled. 

Pet. Importance is one thing, and learning's ano- 
ther; but a debate's a debate, that I aſſert. 

Wit. Petulant's an enemy to learning; he relies al- 
together on his parts. | 

Pet. No, I'm no enemy to learning; it hurts not 
me. | 
Mrs. Mar. That's a ſign indeed 'tis no enemy to you. 

Pet. No, no, 'tis no enemy to any body, but them 
that have it, 

Milla. Well, an illiterate man's my averſion : I won- 
der at the impudence of any illiterate man, to offer to 
make love. 

Wit. That, I confeſs, I wonder at too. 

Milla. Ah ! to marry an ignorant! that can hardly 
read or write. | 

Pet. Why ſhou'd a man be any further from being 
matry'd, tho' he can't read, than he is from being 
hang'd. The ordinary's paid for ſetting the p/a/m, and 


the pariſh prieſt for reading the ceremony. And 2 
| 1 
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the reſt which is to follow in both caſes, a man may 
do it without book—So all's one for that. 

Milla. D'ye here the creature ? Lord, here's compa- 
ny, I'll be gone. 


SCENE XIV. 


Sir WiLFUL WiTwood # a Riding-dreſs, Mrs. Max- 
woop, PETULAN T, WiTwoup, FooTMaAN. 

Il it. In the name of Bartlemew and his Fair, what 
have we here? | 

Mrs. Mar, Tis your brother, I fancy. Don't you 
know him ? | 

Mit. Not I Yes, I think it is he—T've almoſt 
forgot him; I have not ſeen him fince the revolution. 

Foot. Sir, my Lady's dreſüng. Here's company; if 
you pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 

Sir Wil. Dreſſing! What, 'tis but morning here I 
warrant, with you in London: we ſhou'd count it to- 
wards afternoon in our parts, down in Shropſtir. Why 
then, belike, my aunt han't din'd yet Ha, friend ? 

Foot. Your aunt, Sir? 

Sir Wil. My aunt, Sir; yes, my aunt, Sir, and your 
Lady, Sir; your Lady is my aunt, Sir Why, what 
doſt thou not know me, friend? Why then ſend ſome 
body hither that does. How long haſt thou liv'd with 
thy Lady, fellow, ha ? 

Fort. A week, Sir; longer than any body in the 
houſe, except my Lady's woman. 

Sir il. Why then belike thou doſt not know thy 
Lady, if thou ſeeſt her, ha, friend? | 

Fit. Why truly, Sir, I cannot ſafely ſwear to her 
face in a morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. Tis like I 
may give a ſhrewd gueſs at her by this time. : 

Sir Jil. Well, priythee try what thou canſt do; if 
thou canſt not gueſs, inquire her out, doſt hear, fel- 
low? And tell her, her nephew, Sir Wil/ul Witwees, 
is in the houſe, 


H Foot. 
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F:ot. I ſhall, Sir, | 

Sir Hil. Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with you 
in your ear; pr'ythee who are theſe oallants ? ? | 

Foot. Really, Sir, I can't tell; here comes ſo many 
here, 'tis hard to know 'em all. 


SCENE XV. 


*;x Witrul Wirtwoup, PETULANT, Wirwovs, 
Mrs. Mae woob. 

Sir il. Oons, this fellow knows leſs than a ſtar- 
ling ; 1 don't think he knows his own name. 
Mrs. Mar: Mr. Mituccd, your brother is not be- 
hind-hand in forgetfulneſs I fancy he has forgot 

you too. 

Wit. I hope ſo——The devil take him that remem - 
bers firlt, I ſay. 

Sir Wil. Save you, Gentlemen and Lady. 

Mrs. Mar. For ſhame, Mr. Wimwoud; why won't 
you ſpeak to him? ——And you, Sir. 

Wit. Petulant, ſpeak. 

Pet. And you, Sir. 

Sir W:/. No offence, I hope, [Salutes Marwood. 

Mrs. Mar. No ſure, Sir. 

Wit. This is a vile dog, I ſee that already. No of- 
Fence ! Ha, ha, ha! To him; to him, Petulant, ſmoke 
him. 

Pet. It ſeems as if you had come p journey, Sir; 
hem, hem. {Surweying him round. 

Sir Hl. Very likely, Sir, that it may ſeem ſo. 

Pet. No offence, I hope, Sir. 

Mit. Smoke the boots, the boots; Petulant, the boots; 
ha, ha, ha! 

_ Sir il. May be not, Sir; thereafter as tis meant, 
ir. 

Pee. Sir, I preſume vpon the information of your 
boots. 


Sir Nil. Why, "tis like you may, Sir: if you are not 
ſatisfy'd 


aw 
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fatisfy'd with the information of my boots, Sir, if you 
will ſtep to the ſtable, you may inquire further of my 
horſe, Sir. 

Pet. Your horſe, Sir! your horſe is an aſs, Sir! 
Sir Vill. Do you ſpeak by way of offence, Sir ? 

Mrs Mar. | he Gentleman's merry, that's all, Sir 
S'life, we ſhall have a quarrel betwixt an horſe and an 
aſs, before they find one another out. You muſt not 
take any thing amiſs from your friends, Sir. You are 
among your friends here, tho' it may be you don't 
know it It 1 am not miſtaken, you are Sir I 
Witwoud. 

Sir il. Right, "7 wp I am Sir Wilful Vitzroud, ſo 
T write myſelf; no offence to any body, I hope; and 
nephew to the Lady Wi/kfort of this manſion. 

Mrs. Mar. Don't you know this Gentleman, Sir ? 

Sir Ni. Hum! What, ſure tis not—Yea by'r La- 
dy, but tis S heart. I know not whether tis or no 
Yea, but *tis, by the Nein. Brother A ny! What 
Tony, i' faith! What doit thou not know me? By'r La- 
dy, nor I thee, thou art ſo becravated, and fo bepe- 
Tiwig'd———"Sheart, why doſt' not ſpeak ? Art thou 
0 erjoy d? 

Hit. Odſo, brother, is it you? Your ſervant, bro- 
ther. 

Sir Vil. Your ſervant! why yours, Sir. Your ſer- 
vant again——'Sheart, and your friend and ſervant to 
that—And a—{ pf) and a flap dragon for your ſer- 
vice, Sir: and a hare's foot, and a hare's ſcut for your 
ſervice, Sir; and you be ſo cold and fo courtiy 

I} it. No offence, I hope, brother. 

Sir Nil. 'Sheart, Sir; but there is, and much of- 
fence—A pox, is this your inns o'court breeding, not 
to know your friends, and your relations, your elders 
and your betters ? 

Wit. Why, brother M ful of Salop, you may be as 
ſhort as a Shrewſbury-cake, if you pleaſe. But I tell 
you "tis net modiſh to know relations in town. You 
think you're in the country, where great lubberly bro- 

tners 
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thers ſlabber and kiſs one another when they meet, like 
a call of ſerjeants——'Tis not the faſhion here; tis 
not indeed, dear brother. | 

Sir Wil. The faſhion's a fool; and you're a fop, 
dear brother. Sheart, I've ſuſpected this —By'r Lady, 
I conjeftur'd you were a fop, fince you began to 
change the ſtyle of your letters, and write in a ſcrap 
of paper gilt round the edges, no bigger than a /- 
na. I might expect this when you left off, Honour'd 
Brother; and hoping you are in good health, and fo 
forth To begin with a rat- me, knight, I'm ſo ſick of 
a laſt night's debauch—O'ds heart, and then tell a fa- 
miliar tale of a cock and a bull, and a whore and a 
bottle, and ſo conclude—You could write news before 
you were out of your time, when you liv'd with honeſt 
Pample-ncſe, the attorney of Furnival's inn—You cou'd 
intreat to be remember'd then to your friends round 
the R-4in. We could have gazettes then, and Daus 
letter, and the weekly bill, till of late days. 

Pet. Slife, Vitaucud, were you ever an attorney's 
clerk ? of the family of the Furni val. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fit. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not 
long, not long: pſhaw, I was not in my own power 
then. An orphan, and this fellow was my guardian; 
ay, ay, I was glad to conſent to that man to come to 
Lendin. He had the diſpoſal of me then. If I had 
not agreed to that, I might have been bound prentice 
to a felt-maker in Shrew /enury; this fellow would have 
bound me to a maker of felts. 

Sir Val. Sheart, and better than to be bound to a 
maker of fops; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſerv'd 
your time; and now you may ſet up for yourſelf. 

Mrs Mar. You intend to travel, Sir, as I'm inform'd. 

Sir Wil. Belike I may, Madam. I may chance to 
ſail upon the ſalt ſeas, if my mind hold. 

Pet. And the wind ſerve 

Sir . Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't aſk licence of 
you, Sir; nor the weather-cock your companion. I 
direct my diſcourſc to the Lady, Sir; tis like my aunt 
may 
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may have told you, Madam Yes, I have ſettled my 
concerns, I may ſay now, and am minded to ſee fo- 
reign parts. If an how that the peace holds, whereby 
that 15 taxes abate. | 

Mrs. Mar. I thought you had deſigned for France at 
al} adventures. 

Sir Will.] ean't tell that; 'tis like T may, and tis 
like I may not. I am ſomewhat daiaty in making a 
reſolution - becauſe when I make it I keep it. I don't 
ſtand hill 1, ſhall I. then; if I ſay't, I'll do't: but 
I have thoughts to tarry a ſmall matter in town, to 


learn ſomewhat of your linge firſt, before I croſs the 


feas. I'd gladly have a ſpice of your French as they 
ſay, whereby to hold diſcourſe in foreign countries. 
Mrs. Mar. Here's an academy in town for that uſe. 
Sir Wil. There is? "Tis like there may. 
Mrs. Mar. No doubt you will return very much im- 
prov'd. 
Wit. Yes, refin'd like a Datch ſkipper from a whale» 
fihing. a 


SCENE XVI. 


To them] Lady Wisnrogr, and FAINALL. 

Lady. Nephew, you are welcome. 

Sir Wil, Aunt, your ſervant. 

Fein. Sir W:.ful, your moſt faithful ſervant. 

Sir il. Coutin Fainall, give me your hand. 

Lady. Coufin W:itzand, your ſervant ; Mr. Petulant, 
your ſervant—Nephew, you are welcome again. Will 
you drink any thing after your journey, nephew, be- 
fore you eat? Dinner's almoſt ready. 

Sir Wil. I'm very well, 1 thank you, aunt—however, 
T thank you for your courteous offer. *Sheart, I was 
afraid you wou'd have been in the faſhion too, and 
have remember'd to have forgot your relations. Here's 
your couſin Tony, belike, I mayn't call him brother 
tor fear of offence. 

Lady. 
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Lady. O he's a railler, nephew—My couſin's a wit: 
and your great wits always rally their beſt friends to 
chooſe. When you have been abroad, nephew, you'll 
underſtand raillery better. 

[Fainall and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 

Sir Wil. Why then let him hold his tongue in the 
mean time ; and rail when that day comes, 


SCENE XVII 


{To them] Mixcixc. 

Minc. Mem, I come to acquaint your La'ſhip that 
dinner is impatient. 

Sir wil. Impatient ? why then belike it won't ſtay 

till 1 pull off my boots. Sweet heart, can you help 
me to a pair of lippers ? My man's with his horſes, I 
warrant. 

Lady. Fy, fy, nephew, you would not pull off your 
boots here — Go don into the hall — Dinner ſhall 
ſtay for you-—--My nephew's a little unbred, you'll 
pardon him, Madam Gentlemen, will you walk? 
Marabscd? | 

Mrs. Mar. I'll follow you, Madam 
vir Wilful is ready, 


before 


SCENE XVIII 


; Maxwooy, FalnaLlt. 

Fain. Why then Faole's a bawd, an errant, rank 
match- making bawd. And ] it ſeems am an huſband, 
a rank huſband; and my wife a very errant, rank- 
wite, — all in the way of the world. Sdeath. to be 
a a cuckold by anticipation, a cuckold in embrio ? Sure 
I was born with budding antlers like a young fatyr, 
or a Citizen's child, Sdeath to be out-witted, to be 
out · jilted out · matrimony' d. ——It I had kept my 
Peed like a flag, twere jomewbat——but to 2 

after, 


5 
* 
. 
* 
4 
* 
— 
F 
* 


Tue WAY or THE WORLD. 63 
after, with my horns like a ſnail, and be outſtripp'd by 


my wite tis ſcurvy wedlock. 

Mrs. Mar. Then ſhake it off, you have often wiſh'd 
for an opportunity to part ; and now you have it. 
But firſt prevent their plot, —the half of Millamant's 
fortune is too conſiderable to be parted with, to a foe, 
to Mirabell. | 

Fain. Damn him, that had been mine had 
ou not made that fond diſcovery That had 
been forfeited, had they been married. My wife had 
added luſtre to my horns, by that increaſe of fortune, I 
cou'd have worn 'em tipt with gold, tho' my forehead 
had been furniſh'd like a depaty-lieutenant's hall. 

Mrs. Mar. They may prove a cap of maintenance to 
you (till, if you can away with your wife. And ſhe's 
no worſe than when you had her dare ſwear ſhe 
had given up her game, before ſhe was marry d. 

Fain, Hum! That may be—— 

Mrs. Mar. You maried her to keep you ; and if you 
can contrive to have her keep you better than you ex- 


pected ; why ſhou'd you not keep her longer than you 


intended? 

Fain. The means, the means. 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcover to my Lady your wife's eon- 
duct; threaten to part with her My Lady loves 
her, and will come to any compoſition to fave her re- 
putation, Take the opportunity of breaking it, juſt 
upon the diſcovery of this impoſture. My Lady will 
be enrag'd beyond bounds, and ſacrifice niece, and 
fortune, and all at that conjunfture. And let me a- 
lone to keep her warm; if the ſhou'd flag in her part, 
I will not fail to prompt her. 

Fain. Faith, this has an appearance. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm ſorry I hinted to my Lady to endea- 
vour a match between Millamant and Sir Wilfull, that 
may be an obſtacle. | 
- Fain. O, for that matter leave me to manage him; 
I'll diſable him for that, he will drink like a Dane : af- 
ter dinner, I'll ſet his hand in. 1 

3. 
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Mrs. Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected towards 
your Lady? 

Fain. Why faith, I'm thinking of it. Let me fee. 
am marry'd already; ſo that's over—My wife has 
plaid the jade with me—Well, that's over too—1 ne- 
ver lov'd her; or if I had, why that wou'd have been 
over too by this time Jealous of her I] cannot be, for 
I am certain; fo there's an end of jealouſy. Weary 
of her I am, and ſhall be No, there's no end of 
that; no, no, that were too much to hope. Thus 
far concerning my repoſe. Now for my reputation. 
— As to my own, I marry'd not for it; ſo that's out 
of the queſtion. —And as to my part in my wife's— 
Why, ſhe had parted with hers before; ſo bringing 
none to me, ſhe can take none from me ; 'tis againit 
all rule of play, that I ſhou'd loſe to one, who has not 
wherewithal to ſtake. N 

Mrs. Mar. Beſides you forget, marriage is honour- 
able. | | 
Fain. Hum ! faith, and that's well thought on ; mar- 
riage is honourable, as you ſay; and if fo, wherefore 
ſhou'd cuckoldom be a diſcredit, being deriv'd from 
ſo honourable a root ? 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, I know not; if the root be honour- 
able, why not the branches ? 

Fain. So, ſo, why this point's clear.— Well, how 
do we proceed? | 

Mrs. Mar. I will contrive a letter which ſhall be de- 
lirered to my Lady at the time when that raſcal who 
is to act Sir R:xviand is with her. It ſhall come as 
from an unknown hand—for the leſs I appear to know 
of the. truth, the better I can play the incendiary. 
Beſides, I wou'd not have F5:6/e provok d, if I cou'd 
help it—becauſe you know ſhe knows ſome paſſages 
Nay, I expect all will come out—But let the mine be 
ſprung firſt, and then I care not if I am diſcover d. 

Fain, If the worſt come to the worſt—1'l] turn my 


wife to graſ— I have already a deed of ſettlement 5 
| c 
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the beſt part of her eſtate; which I wheedl'd out of 
her; and that you ſhall partake at leaſt. 

Mrs. Mar. I hope you are convinc'd that I hate 
Mirabell now: you'll be no more jealous? | 

Fain. Jealous, no—by this kiſs Let kuſbands be 
Jealous ; but let the lover ſtill believe: or if he doubt, 
let it be only to end at his pleaſure, and prepare the 
Joy that follows, when he prove his miſtreſs true. But 
let huſbands doubts convert to endleſs jealouſy; or if 
they have belief, let it corrupt to ſuperſlition, and blind 
credulity. I am fingle, and will herd no more with 
'em. True, 1 wear the badge, but I'll diſown the or- 
der. And fince I take my leave of em, I care not 


if I leave 'em, a common motto to their common 
creſt, 


Al! huſbands muſt, or pain, or ſhame, endure ; 
The wiſe too jealons are, fools too ſecure. 


ACT W. 8 3 


SCENE Continues. 
Lady WisHFORT and FOIBLE., 


LADv. 
S Sir R:xu/and coming, ſay'ſt thou, Foeble ? and are 
things in order ? | 
Fiib. Yes, Madam. I have put wax-lights in the 


| ſconces; and plac'd the footmen in a row in the hall, 


in their beſt liveries, with the coachman and poſtilion 
to fill up the equipage. 2 2 
Lach. Have you pulvill'd the coachman and poſtili- 
on, that they may not ſtink of the ſtable, when dir 
Raarland comes by ? 
Feib. Ves, Madam. 
5 Lac. 
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Lady. And are the dancers and the muſic ready, that 
he may be entertain'd in all points with correſpondence 
to his paſſion ? 

Faib. All is ready, Madam. 

Lady. And well —— and how do I look, Foible? 

Fab. Moſt killing well, Madam. | 

Lady. Well, and how ſhall ] receive him? In what 
figure ſhall I give his heart the firft impreſſion? There 
is a great deal in the firſt impreſion. Shall I ſit? 
No, 1 won't fat I'll walk ay, I'll walk from the 
door upon his entrance; and then turn full upon him 

— — No, that will be too ſudden, I'll lie ay, I'll 
lie down I'll receive him in my little dreſſing- 
room, there's a couch Yes, yes, III give the firtt 
impreſſion on a couch | won't lie neither, but lol! 
and lean upon one elbow ; with one foot a little dang- 
ling off, jogging in a thoughtful way Yes —— 
and then as ſoon as he appears, ſtart, ay, ftart and be 
ſurpriz'd, and riſe to meet him in a pretty diſorder — 
ves O, nothing is more alluring than a levee from 
a couch in ſome confuſion It ſhews the foot to 
advantage, and furniſhes with .bluſhes, and recompo- 
fing airs beyond compariſion, Hark! There's 2 
coach. | 

Faib. "Tis he, Madam. 

Lady. O dear, has my nephew made his addreſſes 
to Mil/amarnt ? I order'd him. 

Fib. Sir Wilfull is ſet in to drinking, Madam, in the 
parlour. 

Lady. Ods my life, I'll ſend him to her. Call 

her down, Fcible ; bring her hither. I'll ſend him 
as I go When they are together, then come to 
me, Faible, that I may not be too long alone with Sir 
Rowland, | 


SCENE 
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Dear Fainall, entertain Sir W:lfull 
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SCENE IL 


Drs, MilLAMART, Drs. Faix ALL, ForBLE. 
Feib. Madam, I ſtay d here, to tell your Ladyſhip 


chat Mr. Mirabell has waited this half hour for an op- 


portunity to talk with you. Tho' my Lady's orders 
were to leave you and Sir Viiſull together. Shall I 
tell Mr. Mirabell that you are at leiſure ? 

Mila. No What wou'd the dear man have? I 
am thoughtful, and wou'd amuſe myſelf——bid him 
come another time. 

There never yet was woman made, 
Nor hall, but to be curs'd, 
[ Repeating, and walking about. 


That's hard ! 
Mrs. Fain. You are very fond of Sir Jabn Suckling 


to-day, Millamant, and the poets. 


Milla. He? Ay, and filthy verſes—— Se I am. 

Fab. Sir Wilfull is coming, Madam. Shall 1 ſend 
Mr. Mirabell away ? 

Milla. Ay, if you pleaſe, Fiible, ſend him away 
Or ſend him hither juſt as you will, dear Fable. — 
I think I'll fee him Shall I ? Ay, let the wretch 


come. 


Thyrſis, a youth of the inſpir d train. 
[ Repeating. 
Thou 
haſt philoſophy to undergo a fool, thou art marry d 
and haſt patience I wou'd confer with my own 
thoughts. | 
Mes. Fain. I am oblig'd to you, that you would 
make me your proxy in this affair; but I have buſi- 
nels of my own, x 


SCENE 
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[To them] Sir WIrrurr. 
Mrs. Fain. O Sir W://ull, you are come at the cri- 
tical inſtant. There's your miſtreſs up to the ears in 
love. and contemplation, purſue your point, now or ne- 


ver. 
Sir il. Yes; my aunt will have it fo— 1 would 


gladly have been encourag'd with a bottle or two, be- 
cauſe I'm ſomewhat wary at firlt, before I am acquaint- 
ed; I Tbis while Millamant walks abcut repeating to 
berſelf But I hope, after a time, I ſhall break my 
mind that 15, upon further acquaintance 
So for the preſent, couſin, I'll take my leave If fo 
be you'll be ſo kind to make my excuſe, I'll return to 
my company 

Mrs. Fain. O fy, Sir Wilfull! What, you muſt not 
be daunted, | 

Sir Nil. Daunted, no that's not it, it is not ſo much 
for that — for if ſo be that I ſet on't, I'll do't. But 
only for the preſent, tis ſufficient 'till further acquain- 
ance, that's all, vour ſervant. 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, I'll ſwear you ſhall never loſe fo fa- 
vourable an opporturity, if I can help it. I'll leave 
you together, and lock the door, 


SCENE IV. 


Sir WILFULL, MILLAMANT. 

Sir Vid. Nay, nay, couſin I have forgot my 
glove:—Whatd'yedo ? heart, a'has lock'd the door 
indeed, I think—Nay, couſin Faina/l, open the door 
—Pſlaw, what a vixon trick is this ?—Nay, now a'has 
ſeen me too—Confin, I made bold to paſs through as 
it were—4 think this door's inchanted— 


Milla, 


W Mm. Et 3a 2 © __ z 
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Milla. [ Repeating] 
1 pr'3thee ſpare me, gentle boy, 
Pref; me no more for that ſlight toy. 
Sir il. Anan? couſin, your ſervant. 


Milla. That fooliſh trie of a heart — 


Sir fall 


Sir Wil. Yes——your ſervant. No offence I hope, 
couſin. 
Milla. [ Repeating] 
I feear it will not do its part, 
To thou diſt thine, employ'ſt thy power and art. 
Natural, eaſy Suckling ! 
Sir Mil. Anan? Suck/ing ? No ſach ſuckling, nei- 


| ther, couſin, nor Rripling : ] thank heav'n, I'm no 


minor. 
Milla. Ah ruſtic, ruder than Gothic. 
Sir Wil. Well, well. 1 ſhall underſtaud your lingo, 


one of theſe days, couſin, in the mean while I muſt an- 


ſwer in plain Eng/:/h. 

Milla. Have you any buſineſs with me, Sir Wilfull ? 

Sir Veil. Not at preſent, couſin—Yes, I made bold 
to ſee, to come and know if that how you were diſ- 
pos'd to fetch a walk this evening, if ſo be that I 
might not be troubleſome, I would have fought a walk 
with you. 

Milla. A walk ? What then ? | 

Sir Wil. Nay nothing—Only for the walk's ſake, 
that's all— 

Milla. I nauſeate walking; 'tis a country diverſion, 
I lothe the country, and every thing that relates to it. 

Sir Vil. Indeed! Hah! Look ye, look ye, you 
do? Nay, 'tis like you may Here are choice of paſ- 
times here in town, as plays and the like, that mult be 
confeifed indeed. — 

Mlla. Abl etourdie ! J hate the town too. 

Sir Wil. Dear heart, that's muck—Hah! that you 
ſhould hate 'em both ! Hah ! 'tis ike you may 3 there 


are ſome can't reliſh the town, and others can't pur 
WI: 
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with the country — tis like you may be one of thoſe, 


couũn. 

Milla. Ha, ha, ha! Yes, tis like I may. Vou have 
nothing further to ſay to me ? 

Sir Vil. Not at preſent, couſin — Tis like when I 
have an opportunity to be more private I may break 
my mind in ſome meaſure—I conjecture you partly 
eueſs—However, that's as time ſhall try But ſpare 
to ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay. 

Milla. If it is of no great importance, Sir W://all, 
you will oblige me to leave me: I have juit now a 
little boſineſ— 

Sir Wil. Enough, enough, couſin : yes, Yes, all a 
caſe—When you're diſpos d, When you're diſpos' d. 
Now's as well as another time; and another time as 
well as now. All's one for that—Yes, yes, if your 
concerns call you, there's no haſte; it will keep cold 
as they ſay—Couſin, your ſervant. — chink this doors 
lock d. 

Milla. Vou may go this way, 1 

Sir Wil, Your ſervant, then with your leave I'll re- 
turn to my company. 


Milla. Ay, ay. Ha, ha, ha! 
Lite Phœbus Jung the no 205 am'rous boy, 


SCENE V. 


MilLaMaxTt, MIX ABELL. 

Mira. Lie Daphne, be, as lovely and as coy, 

Do you lock yourſelf ap from me, to make my ſearch 
more curious? Or is this pretty artifice contriv'd, to 
ſignify that here the chace muſt end, and my purſuit 
be crown'd, for you can fly no further ?— 

Milla. Vanity! No—T'll fly and be followed to the 
laſt moment, tho' I am upon the very verge of matri- 
mony, 1 expect you ſou'd ſolicite me 25 moch as if I 
were wavering at the grate of a monaſtery, with =_ 
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foot over the threſtold. T'll be ſolicited to the very 
laſt, nay and aftetwards. 

Mira. What, after the laſt? 

Milla. O, I ſhouid think I was poor and had no- 
thing to beſtow, if 1 were reduc'd to an inglorious eaſe; 
and freed from the agreeable fatigues of ſolicitation, 

Mira. But do not you know, that when favours are 
conferr'd upon inſtant and tedious ſolicitation, that 
they diminiſh in their value, and that both the giver 
loſes the grace, and the receiver leſſens his pleaſure ? 

NMflla It may be in things of common application; 
but never ſure in love. O, I hate a lover that can 
dare to think he draws a moment's air, independent on 
the bounty of his miſtreſs, There is not ſo impudent a 
thing in nature, as the ſaucy look of an aſſured man, 
confident of ſucceſs. The pedantic arrogance of a ve- 
ry huſband, has not ſo pragmatical an heir. Ak! I'll 
never marry, unleſs I am firſt made ſure of my will 
and pleaſure. 

Mira. Wou'd you have 'em both before marriage ? 
Or will you be contented with the firſt now, and itay 
for the other till after grace ? 

Milla. Ah! don't be impertinent—My dear liberty, 
ſhall I leave thee? my faithful ſolitude, my darling 
contemplation, muſt I bid you then adieu ? Ay, adieu 
My morning thoughts, agreeable walkings, indo- 
lent ſlumbers, all ye douceurs, ye ſommceill du matin, a- 
dien —I can't. do't, tis more than im poſſible - Poſi- 
tively, Mirabell, Ul lie a- bed in a morning as long as 
J pleaſe. 

Mira. Then T'll get up in a morning as early as I 

leaſe. | 
. Milla. Ah! idle creature, get up when you will 
And, d've hear, I won't be call'd names after I'm mar- 
ry'd ; poſitively I won't be call'd names. | 

Mira. Names! | | 

Milla. Ay, as wife, ſpouſe, my dear, joy, jewel, 
love, {weet-heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous cant, in 
which men and their wives are ſo fulſomly familiar 
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I ſhall never bear that—Good Mirabell, don't let us 


be familiar or fond, nor kits before folks, like my 
Lady Fadler and Sir Francis: nor go to Hide-Park to- 
- gether the firſt Sunday in a new Chariot, to provoke 
eyes and whiſpers, and then never be ſeen there toge- 
ther again; as if we were proud of one another the 
firſt week, and aſham'd of one another ever after. Let 
us never viſit together, nor go to a play together ; but 
let us be very ſtrange and well-bred: Jet us be as 
firange as if we had been marry'd a great while; and 
as well-bred as if we were not marry'd at all. 


Mira. Have you any more conditions to ofter ? Hi- 


therto your demands are pretty reaſonable. 
Milla. Trifles—As liberty to pay and receive viſits 


to and from whom | pleaſe; to write and receive let- 


ters, without interrogatories Or wry faces on your part, 
to wear what I pleate; and chuſe converſation with 
regard only to my own taſte ; to have no obligation up- 
on me to converſe with wits that ] don't like, becauſe 
they are your acquaintance; or to be intimate with 
fools, becauſe they may be your relations. Come to 
dinner when I pleaſe ; dine in my dreſſing room when 
I'm out of humour, without giving a reaſon. To 


have my cloſet inviolate; to be ſole empreſs of my 


tea-table, which you muſt never preſume to approach 
without firit aſking leave. And, laftly, where ever l 
am, you ſhall always knock at the door before you 
come in. Theſe articles ſubſcrib'd, if 1 can continue 
to endvre you a little longer, I may by degrees dwindle 
Into a wite.. 

Mira. Your bill of fare is ſomething advanc'd in 
this latter account. Well, have I liberty to offer con- 
Gitions—— That when you are dwindled into a wile, 
I may not be beyond meaſure enlarg'd into a bul- 


band 4 


Milla. You have free leave; propoſe your utmoſt, | 


ſpeak and ſpare not. Ti 
Mira | thank you. Imfrinis then, I covenant that 


your acquaintance be general; that you admit no ſworn. 


confident, 
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confident, or intimate of your own ſex ; no ſhe-friend 


to ſcreen her affairs under your countenance, and tem 


you to make trial of a mutual ſecrecy. No decoy- duc 
to wheedle you a fop-/crambling to the play in a maſk— , 
Then bring you home in a pretended fright, when you 
think you ſhall be found out—And rail at me for miſ- 
img the play, and diſappointing the frolic which you 
had to pick me up, and-prove my conſtancy. 

Milla. Deteſtable Imprimis! 1 go to the play in a 
maſk ! | 

Mira. Item, I article that you continue to like 
own face, as Jong as I ſhall: and while it paſſes cur- 


tent with me, that you endeavour not to new-coin it. 


To which end, together with all vizards for the day, I 
prohibit all maſks for the night, made of oil'd ſkins, 
and I know not what Hogs bones, hares gall, pig- 
water, and the marrow of a roaſted cat. In ſhors, I 
forbid all commerce with the gentlewoman in what- 
d'ze call-it court. Item, I ſhut my doors againſt all 
bawds with baſkets, and pennyworths of muſin, china, 
fans, Atlaſſes, &c.—— Item, when you ſhall be breed- 
wg 
Milla, Ah! name it not. 

Mira. Which may be preſum'd with a bleſſing on 
our endeavours 
Milla. Odious endeavours ! : 

Mira. I denounce againſt all ſtrait lacing, ſqueezing 
for a ſhape, till you mould my boy's head like a ſugar- 
Haf; and inſtead of a man- child, make me father to 
z crooked- billet. Laſtly, to the dominion of the tea- 
table I ſubmit But with proviſo, that you exceed not 
m your province ; but reitrain yourſelf to native and 
ſimple tea-table drinks, as tea, chocolate, and coffee, 
As likewiſe to genuine and authoriz'd rea- table talk 


/ Such as mending of faſhions, ſpoiling reputations, rail- 


ing at abſent friends, and ſo forth But that on no 
account you encroach upon the mens prerogative, and 
preſume to drink healths, or toaſt fellows; for preven- 
tion of which I baniſh all foreign forces, all auxiliaries 
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to the tea-table, as erange-brand, all anniſeed, cin- 
namon, citron and Barbadoes-waters, together with rati- 
Fa, and the moſt noble ſpirit of clary. But for 
couſiip-<uine, poppy-water, and all dormiltves, thoſe [ 
allow. Tbeſe proviſe's admitted, in other things I 
may prove a tractable and complying huſband. 

Milla. O horrid prowiſe's! filthy ſtrong waters! [ 
toalt fellows ! Odious men! I hate your odious re- 
e 

Mira. Then we're agreed. Shall I kiſs your hand 
upon the contract? And here comes one to be a wit- 
nels to the ſealing of the deed. 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] Mri. FalnaALL. 
Milla. Fainall, what ſhall Ido? Shall I have him? 
Ithink I muſt have him, 
Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him, what ſhou 4 
vou do? 
* Mila. Well then 
horrid fright.— Fainall, I ſhall never ſay it 
l think I'll endure you. | 
Mrs. Fain. Fy, fy, have him, have him, and tell him 
ſo in plain terms: for I am ſore you have a mind to 


I'll take my death, I'm in a 
— Well 


him. 
Milla. Are you? I think I have and the hor- 

rid man looks as if he thought ſo too. Well, you 

Tidicutous thing you, I'll have you ] won't be 


kits d, nor I won't be thank'd Here, kiſs my 
hand tho So, hold your tongue now, don't ſay 
a word. | | 

| Mrs. Fain. Mirabell, there's a neceſſity for your o- 
bedience ; ——you have neither time to talk nor ſtay. 


My mother is coming; and in my conſcience if ſhe 
ſhould ſee you, wou'd fall into fits, and may be not re- 
cover time enough to return to Sir Rowland, who, as 


Faiele tells me, is in a fair way to ſucceed. Therefore 
| pare 


* 
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ſpare your eeſtaſies for another occaſion, and ſlip down 
the back ſtairs, where F::6/e waits to conſult you. 


Milla. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I ſuppoſe you 


have ſaid ſomething to pleaſe me. 


Mira. I am all obedience. 


SCENE VII. 


MiLlLAMax T, Mrs. FaINx ALL. 
Mrs. Fain. Yonder Sir i/full's drunk, and ſo noiſ 
that my mother has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowland 


to appeaſe him, but he aniwers her only with ſinging 


and drinking What they may have done by this 
time I know not; but Petulant and he were upon quar- 
relling as I came by. 
iilla. Well, if Mrabell ſhou'd not make a 

huſband, I am a loſt thing for I find i love him 
violently. | | 

Mrs. Fain. So it ſeems ; for you mind not what's ſaid 
to you. If you doubt him, you had beſt take up 
with Sir W+i/full. | 

Milla. How can you name that ſuperannuated-lub- 
ber? Foh ! - 


SCENE VIII. 


Jo them] Wirwoup from drinking. : 
Mrs. Fain, So, is the fray made up, that you have 
left em? | 
Hit. Left em? I could ſtay no longer ] have 
laugh'd like ten chriſtnings——1 am tipſy with laugh- 
Ing If I had ſtaid any longer I ſhou'd have burſt, 
II muſt have been let out and pierc'd in the ſides 


- 
* 


like an unfiz'd camlet——Yes, yes, the fray is com- 
pos d; my Lady came in like a Nob projequi, and 


kopp'd the proceedings. : 
Mila. What was the diſpute ? * 
FT its 
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Wit. That's the jeſt: there was no diſpute. They 
cou'd neither of em ſpeak for rage, and ſo fell a ſput- 
4'ring at one another like two roalting apples. 


SCENE IX. 


[To them) PETULANT drunk. 

Wit. Now, Petulant, all's over, all's well, Gad my 
head begins to whim it about Why doſt thou not 
ſpeak ? Thou art both as drunk and as mute as a fiſh. 

Pet. Look you, Mrs. Millamant — if you can love 
me, dear nymph—ſay it—and that's the concluſion— 
Paſs on, or paſs off that's all. 

Wit. Thou haſt utter'd wolumes, folivs, in leſs than 
decimo ſexto, my dear Laced monian. Sirrah, Petulant, 
thou art an epitomizer of words. 

Pet. W itawoud———You are an annihilator of ſenſe. 

Wit. Thou art a retailer of phraſes; and doſt deal in 
remnants of remnants, like a maker of pincuſhion:— 
'Thou art in truth (metaphorically ſpeaking) a ſpeaker 
of ſhort hand, | | 

Pet. Thou art (without a figure) juſt one half of an 
aſs, and Balauin yonder, thy half brother, is the reſt— 
A Cemini of aſſes ſplit wou'd make juſt four of you. 

Wit. Thou doſt bite, my dear muſtard- ſced; kiſs me 
for that. g 

Pet. Stand off I'll kiſs no more males—1 have 
Kiſſed your Tauin yonder in a humour of reconciliation, 
*till he (Heu) riſes upon my ſtomach like a raddiſh. 

Milla. Eh! filthy creature — What was the 
quarrel ? 

Pet. There was no quarrel 
been a quarrel. | 

Wit. If there had been words enow between 'em to 
have expreſſed provocation, they had gone together 
by the ears like a pair of caſtanets, 

Pet. You were the quarrel. 

Mila. Me! | | 


There might have 


Fei. 
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Pet. If T have a humour to quarrel, I can make leſs 
matters conclude premiſes.—If you are not handſom, 


what then; if 1 have a humour to prove it? If 1 


ſhall have my reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your 
face the next time yourſelf ——1'll go ſleep. PAY 

Wit. Do, wrap thyſelf up like a <wwood-louſe, and 
dream revenge—And hear me, if chou canſt learn to 
write by to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge 
III carry it for thee. 

Pet. Carry your miſtreſs's monkey a ppi 
— and read romances Ill go to bed to my 
maid. ä 

Mrs. Fain. He's horridly drunk How came you all 
in this pickle ? 

Wit. A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight. 
Your huſband's advice; but he ſneak'd off. 


SCENE X. 


Sir W1iLFULL drunk, Lady WiskForT, WiTwovuD;,. 
MiIILAMANT, Mrs, FAINALL. 

Lady. Out upon't, out upon't, at years of diſcretion, 
and comport yourſelf at this rantipole rate. 

Sir Wil No offence, aunt. | 

Laay. Offence ? As I'm a perſon, I'm aſham'd of 
you—PFogh ! how you link of wine! D'ye think my 
niece will ever endure ſach a Borachio! you're an ab- 
ſolute Borachio. 

Sir Wil. Borachio ! 

Lady. At a time when you ſhou'd commence an a- 
mour, and put your beſt foot foremoſt 

Sir Wil. *Sheart, an you grutch me your liquor, make 
a bill Give me more drink, and take my purſe. 


[Sings] Pr'ythee fill me the glaſs 
"Till it laugh in my face, 
With ale that is potent and melionw ; 


He 
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He that uhines for a loſs 


I: an ignorant aſs, 


For a bumper has net its fellow. 


But if you wou'd have me marry my couſin—ſay the 
word, and I'll do it—#7//4/ will do't, that's the word 
ifa will dot, that's my crett—my motto I have 


forgot. | 

Lady My nephew's a little overtaken, coufin—bot 
*tis with drinking your health—O' my word you are 
oblig'd to him. | | 

Sir Vil. In vino veritas, aunt : If I drunk your 
health to-day couſin— ] am a Borachio. But if you 
have a mind to be marry'd, ſay the word, and ſend 
for the piper ; Mi. will do't. If not, duſt it away, 
and let's have t'other round Tony, Ods-heart, 
where's Tony *—Teny's an honeſt fellow ; but he ſpits 
after a bumper, and that's a fault. 


[Sings.] Ni drink, and we'll never have done, boys, 
Put the plaſs then arcund with the ſun, biys, 
Let Apollo's example invite us; 
For bt's drunk ev'ry night, 
And that makes him fo bright, 
That ke's able next morning to light us. 


The ſun's a good pimple, an honeſt ſoaker ; he bas a 
cellar at your Anti poder. If I travel, aunt, I touch at 
your Antig:des—Your Antipodes are a good raſcally fort 
of topſy · turvy fellows —If 1 had a bumper, I'd ſtand 
upon my head and drink a health to em.— A match, 
or no match, couſin, with the hard name—Avunt, V il- 
Full will do't. If ſhe has her maidenhead, let her look 
to't ; if ſhe has not, let her keep her own council in the 
mean time, and cry out at the nine mohths end. 
Milla. Your pardon, Madam, | can ſtay no longer 
— Sir Wilfull grows very powerful. Egh! how he 
{mells! I ſhall be overcome it 1 ſtay, Come, couſin, 
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SCENE AL 


Lady WisnrorT, Sir WilrFull, Wirwaup, My. 
Wirwoup, FoiBLE. 

Lady., Smells! he would poiſon a tallow-chandler and 
bis family. Beaſtly creature, I know not what to do 
with him—Travel quoth-a; ay, travel, travel, get 
thee gone, get thee but far enough, to the Saracens, or 
the 7artars, or the Turk;—for thou art not fit to live in 
a chriſtian commonwealth, thou beaſtly pagan, 

Sir Wil. Turks, no; no Turks, aunt: your Tarks are 
infidels, and believe not in the grape. Your Mabo- 
metan, your Mu/julman, is a dry ſtink ard No offence, 
aunt. My map ſays that your Turk is not ſo honeſt a 
man as your Chriſtian — I cannot find by the map 
that your Mufti is orthodox—W hereby it is a plain caſe, 
that orthodox is a hard word, aunt, and (Hiccup] Greek 
for claret. | 


[Sings.] Ta drink is a chriſtian diverſion, 

. Unknown to the Turk or the Perſian: 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 

Ad be damm d over tea- cups and coffee : 
But let Britiſh lad fing, 
Crown a health to the king, 

And a fig for your Sultan ard Sophy. 


Ab, Tony! *  [Foible whifpers Lady Wiſhfort 
Lady. Sir Rowland impatient ? Good lack ! what hall 
I do with this beaſtly tumbril ?—Go lie down and ſleep, 
you ſot.— Or as I'm a-perſen, I' have you baſtina- 
do'd with broom ſticks. Call up the wenches with 
broom ſticks. 
Sir Wil. Ahey! wenches, where are the wenches ? 
Lady. Dear couſin Witword, get him away, and you 
will bind me to you inviolably. I have an affair of 
| moment 
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moment that invades me with ſome precipitation 
You will oblige me to all futurity. 

Wit. Come, knight Pox on him, I don't know 
what to {ay to him Will you go to a cock-match ? 

Sir Wil. With a wench, Tory? Is ſhe a ſhake-bag, 
Sirrah ? Let me bite your cheek for that. 

Mit. Horrible ! he has a breath like a bag-pipe— 
ay, ay, come, will you march, my Saloptan ? 

Sir Wil. Lead on, little 7ony—T'll-follow thee, my 
Anthony, my Tantony. Sirrah, thou ſhalt be my Tan- 
tony, and ['l] be thy pig. 

— And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 

Lady. This will never do. It will never make a 
match—At leaſt before he has been abroad. 


SCENE XII. 
Lady Wisnroar, WalTWELL difguis'd as for Sir 


ROLAND. | 
Lady. Dear Sir Rewiand, I am confounded with con- 
fuſion at the retroſpection of my own rudeneſs—l have 
more pardons to aſk than the Pope diſtributes in the 
ear of Jubilee. But I hope where there is likely to 
e ſo near an alliance, we may unbend the ſeverity of 
decorum—and diſpenſe with a little ceremony. 
Wait. My impatience, Madam, is the effect of my 
tranſport ;—and till I have the poſſeſhon of your a- 
dorable perſon, I am tantaliz'd on the rack; and do 
but hang, Madam, on the tenter of expectation. 
Lady. You have exceſs of gallantry, Sir Rowland ; 
and preſs things to a concluſion with a molt prevailing 
ve hemence.— But a day or two for decency of mar- 
NHage.— | | 
Wa For decency of funeral, Madam. The delay 
will break my heart—or, if that ſhou'd fail, I ſhall be 
poiſon d. My nephew will get an inkling of my de- 
figns, and poiſon me,—and I would willingly ſtarve 
him before 1 die — I wou's gladly go out of the _ 
| wit 
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with that ſatisfaction.— That wou'd be ſome comfort 
to me, if I cou'd but hve fo long as to be reveng d on 
that unnatural viper. 

Lady. Ts he ſo unnatural, ſay you? Truly I wou'd 
contribute much both to the ſaving of your life, and 
the accompliſhment of your revenge—Not that I re- 
ſpect myſelf; tho' ne has been a perhdious wretch to 
me. | 
Wait, Perfidious to you! ; 

Lady. O Sir Rowland, the hours that he has died a- 
way at my feet, the tears that he has ſhed, the oaths 
that he has ſworn, the palpitations that he has felt, 
the trances and the tremblings, the ardors and the ec- 
ſtaſies, the kneelings and the riſings, the heart-hea- 
vings and the hand-grippings, the pangs and the pa- 
thetic regards of his proteſting eyes]! Oh no memory 
can regiſter. 

l Wait, What, my rival! Is the rebel my rival? @ 
ies. 

Lady. No, don't kill him at once, Sir Kowland, 
ſtarve him gradually, inch by inch. 

Wait. III do't. In three weeks he ſhall be bare- 
foot; in a month out at knees with begging an alms— 
He ſhall ſtarve upward and upward 'till he has nothing 
living but his head, and then go out in a ſtink like a 
candle's end on a ſave- all. ; 

Lady. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way—You 
are no novice in the labyrinth of love—You have the 
clue But as I am a perſon, Sir Roland. you muſt not 
attribute my yielding to any ſiniſter appetite, or indi- 
geſtion of widowhood; nor impute my complacency 
to any lethargy of continence——1 hope you do not 
think me prone to any iteration of nuptials. 

Wait. Far be it from me- 

Lady. If you do, I proteſt I muſt recede—or think 
that I have made a proſtitution of aecarums; but in the 
vehemence of compaſſion, and to ſave the life of a 
perſon of ſo much importance 


I ait. J eſteem it fo—— 
L Lach. 
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Lady. Or elſe you wrong my condeſcenſion 
M ait. I do not, I do not 
Lady. Indeed you do 
ait. I do not, fair ſhrine of virtue. 
Laay. If you think the leaſt ſcruple of carnality was 
an ingredient 
Wait. Dear Madam, no. You are all campbire and 
Frankincen/e, all chaſtity and odour, 
Lady. Or that — 


SCENE XIII. 


[To them] FolBLE, 

Fab. Madam, the dancers are ready, and there's 
one with a letter, who muſt deliver it into your own 
hands. 

Lady. Sir Rrauland, will you give me hs ? Think 
favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have 
found a perſon who would ſuffer racks in honour's cauſe, 
dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on you inceſſantly. 


SCENE XIV. 


WarTweELL, FolBLE. 

Wait. Fy, fy '—What a flavery have I undergone ? 
Spouſe, haſt thou any cordia/? I want ſpirit. 

Fieib. What a waſhy rogue art thou, to pant thus for 
Wa quarter of an hour's lying and ſwearing to a fine 
? 

Wait. O, ſhe is the antidote to deſire, Spouſe, thou 
wilt fare the worſe for't—I ſhall have no appetite to 
iteration of nuptials—this eight and forty hours 
By this hand I'd rather be a chairman in the dog-days 
—than act Sir XKowland till this time to-morrow. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 


[To them] Lady with a Letter. 
Lady. Call in the dancers ;—Sir Rowland, we'll fit, 
if you pleaſe, and ſee the entertainment. [Dance. 
Now, with your permiſſion, Sir Rewwland, I will per- 
oſe my letter—l would open it in your preſence, be- 
cauſe I would not make you uneaſy. If it ſhould make 


you uneaſy, I would burn it — ſpeak if it does Tu 


but you may ſee the ſuperſcription is like a woman's 
hand. | 

Feib. By heav'n! Mrs. Marwod's, I know it, — 
my heart akes—get it from her [To him, 

I/ait. A woman's hand? No, Madam, that's no 
woman's hand, I ſee that already. That's ſomebody 
whoſe throat muſt be cut. 

Lady. Nay, Sir Rexland, ſince you give me a proof 
of your paſſion by your jealouſy, 1 promiſe you III 
make a return, by a frank communication—You ſhall 
ſee it——we'll open it together look you here. 
Reads Madam, though unknown to you, [Look 
vou there, tis from nobody that I know.] I have 
that honour for your character, that I think myſelf oblig'd 
to let you know that you are abus d. He who pretends to 
be Sir Rowland, zs a cheat and a raſcal 

Oh heav'ns ! what's this ? 

Fiib. Unfortunate, all's ruin'd. 

I/ ait. How, how, let me ſee, let me ſee reads 
ing, A raſcal and diſguisd, and ſubern'd for that impo- 
fare O. villainy ! O villainy !——6y the contri» 
Vance of- ” 

L aay. I ſhall faint, I ſhall die, oh! | 

Fiib. Say tis your nephew's hand. —— Quickly, his 
plot, ſwear, ſwear it— 3 

Mait. Here's a villain! Madam, don't you perceive 
it, don't you ſee it ? 

Lady. Too well, too well, I have ſeen too _ 
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ait. I told you at firſt I knew the hand A 
woman's hand? The raſcal writes a fort of a large 
hand; your Roman hand I {aw there was a throat 
to be cut preſently. If he were my fon, as he is my 
nephew, I'd piftol him 1 
Faib. O treachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, 
it is his writing ? 

. Wait. Sure! am I here? do I live? do ] love this 
pearl of India? I have twenty letters in my pocket 
from him, in the ſame character, 42 

Lady. How ! | | 

Feib. © what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you were 
preſent at this jenfture! This was the buſineſs that 
brought Mr. Mhral ell diſguis d to Madam Miliamant 
this afternoon. I thought ſomething was contriving, 
when he ftole by me and would have hid his face. 

Lady. How, how ! I heard the villain was in 
the houſe indeed ; and now I remember, my niece 
went away abruptly, when Sir Vill was to have 
made his addreſtes. | 

Foib. Then, then, Madam, Mr. Miradell waited for 
her in her chamber; but I would not tell your Lady- 


ſhip to diſcompoſe you when you were to receive Sir 
Rewland. | 


Wait. Enough, his date is ſhort, 

Fib. No, good Sir Auland, don't incur the law. 

Wait. Law ! I care not for law. I can but die, and 
*tis in a good caulſe—— My Lady ſhall be fati:f'd of 
my truth and innocence, though it coſt me my life. 

Lady. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight, if you 
ſhould be kill'd, J muſt never ſhew my face; or 
hang'd——O, conſider my reputation, Sir Roxwland, 
No you ſhan't fight, 11] go in and examine 
my niece; I'll make her confeſs. I conjure you, Sir 
Riwland, by all your love not to fight. | 

Wait. I am charm'd, Madam, 1 obey. But ſome 
proof you muſt let me give you; I'll go for a black 
box, which contains the writmgs of my whole eſtate, 
and deliver that into your hands. 


Lady, 
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Lady. Ay, dear Sir Rowland, that will be ſome com- 
fort, bring the black box. 


Wait. And may I preſume to bring a contract to be 


ſign'd this night? May I hope ſo far? 

Lady. Bring what you will; but come alive, pray 
come alive. O this is a happy diſcovery. - 

ait. Dead or alive I'll come——and married we 
will be in ſpite of treachery ;- ay, and get an heir that 
ſhall defeat the laſt remaining glimpſe of hope in my 
abandon'd nephew. Come, my buxom widow : 

Ere long you ſhall jubſtantial proc receive 

That I'm an errant 4115 
Foib. Or errant knave. 


ACT v. SCENE &® 


[SCENE continues.] 


Lady WisHFORT, and FOIBLE, 


Lady. 


() UT of my houſe, out of my houſe, thou vi- 
per, thou ſerpent, that I have foſter d; thou 
boſom traitreſs, that I rais'd from nothing—— Begone, 
begone, go, go, That I took from waſhing of 
old gauſe and weaving dead hair, with a bleak 
noſe over a chaffing diſh of ſtarv'd embers, and di- 
ning behind a trever's rag, in a ſhop no bigger than 
a bird-cage.— go, go, ſtarve again, do, do. 
F:ib. Dear Madam, I'll beg pardon on my knees. 


Lady. Away, out, out, go, ſet up for yourſelf a- 


gain do, drive a trade. do, with your three-penny- 

worth of ſmall ware, flaunting upon a packthread, 

under a brandy-ſeller' bulk, or againſt a dead wall by 

a ballad-monger. Go. hang out an old frifoncer-gor- 

get, with a yard of yellow colbertcen again; do; an 

old gnaw d mall, two rows of pins, and a child's fid- 
| D 
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dle; a glaſs-necklace with the beads broken, and a 
quilted night-cap with one ear. Go, go, drive a 
trade. Theſe were your commodities, you treach- 
erous trull, this was the merchandiſe you dealt in, 
when I took you into my houſe, plac'd you next my- 
ſelf, and made you governant of my whole family. 
You have forgot this, have you, now you have fea- 
ther'd your neſt? - X | 

Fiib. No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, 
have but a moment's patience I'll confeſs all. 
Mr. Mirabell ſeduc'd me; I am not the firſt that he 
has wheedl'd with his diſſembling tongue; your La- 
dyſhip's own wiidom has been deluded by him, then 
how ſhould I, a poor ignorant, defend myſelf? O 
Madam, if you knew but what he promis'd me, and 
how he aſſur d me your Ladyſhip ſhould come to no 
damage——Or elſe the wealth of the Indies ſhould 
not have brib'd me to conſpire againſt ſo good, ſo 
ſweet, ſo kind a Lady as you have been to me. 

Lady. No damage? What to betray me, to marry 
me to a caſt-ſerving man; to make me a receptacle, 
an hoſpital for a decay'd pimp? No damage? O 
thou frontleſs impudence, more than a big-belly'd 
actreſs. | | 
- Faib. Pray do but hear me, Madam, he could not 
marry your Lady ſnip, Madam No indeed his mar- 
riage was to have been void in law; for he was mar- 
ried to me firſt, to ſecure your Ladyſhip. He could not 
bade bedded your Ladyſhip; for if he had conſum- 
mated with your Ladyſhip, he muſt have run the riſe 
of the law, and been put upon his clergy— Yes in- 
deed, I inquir'd of the law in that caſe before I would 
meddle or make. 

Lady. What then I have been your property, have 
F? I have been convenient to you, it ſeems, — 
while you were catering for Mirabell, T have been bro- 
ker for you? What, have you made a paſhve bawd 
of me ?—this exceeds all precedent ; I am brought to 
fine uſes, to become a botcher of ſecond-hand marri- 


ages 


Tre WAY or rh WORLD. 87 


ages between Migaili and Andrews! I'll couple you. 
Yes, I'll baſte you together, you and your Phzlander. 
I'll duke's- place you, as I'm a perſon. Your turtle is 
in cuſtody already : you ſhall coo in the ſame cage, if 
there be conſtable or warrant in the pariſh, 


F4ib. O that ever I was born, O that I was ever 


a bride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewelk 


marry'd,— 
Eride, Oh! 


SCENE I. 


Mrs FaixalLi, ForiBLE. 
Mrs. Fain. Poor Foible, what's the matter ? 
Feib. O Madam, my Lady's gone for a conſtable; 
T ſhall be had to a juſtice, and put to Br:deawwel/ to beat 
hemp; poor Waitabell's gone to priſon already. 


Mrs. Fain. Have a good heart, Feible, Mirabells 


gone to give ſecurity for him. This is all Marwwood's 
and my huſband's doing. 

Foib. Yes, yes; I know it, Madam; ſhe was in 
my Lady's cloſet, and overheard all that you ſaid to 
me before dinner. She ſent the letter to my Lady; 
and that miſſing effect, Mr. Fanall laid this plot to ar- 
reſt Waitwell, when he pretended to go for the pa- 
pers; and in the mean time Mrs. Marauocd declar'd 
all to my Lady. | 

Mrs. Fain. Was there no mention made of me m the 
letter My mother does not ſuſpe& my being in the 
confederacy ? I fancy Marwood has not told her, tho 
ſhe has told my huſband. 

Foib. Yes, Madam; but my Lady did not ſee that 
part; we ſtiffled the letter before ſhe read fo far. Has 
that miſchievous devil told Mr. Fainall of your Lady- 
ſhip then ? 

Mrs. Fain. Ay, all's out, my affair with Mirabell, 
every thing diſcovered. This is the laſt day of our li- 
ving together, that's my comfort, 1 

579. 
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Feib. Indeed, Madam, and ſo tis a comfort if you | 
knew all—he has been even with your Ladyſhip ; 
which I cou'd have told you long enough ſince, but! | 
love to keep peace and quietneſs by my good will; I 
had rather bring friends together, than ſet them at | 
diſtance. But Mrs. Marwocd and he are nearer related 
than ever their parents thought for. 
Mrs. Fain. Say ſt thou io, Foitle ? Canft thou prove 
this ? OD 
Feib. I can take my oath of it, Madam, ſo can 
Mrs. Mincing; we have had many a fair word from 
Madam Marwocd, to conceal fomething that paſſed in 
our chamber one evening when you were at Hide-Park; - 
—and we were thought to have gone a walking ; but 
we went up unawares,—tho' we were ſworn to ſecrecy 
too; Madam Marwd took a book and ſwore us 
vpon it: but it was but a book of poems —So lon 
as it was not a bible-oath, we may break it with a ſate 
conſcience. 
Mrs. Fain. This diſcovery is the moſt opportune 
thing I cou'd wiſh. Now Mzincing ? 


SCENE III. / 


[To them] Mincineg, 
 Minc. My Lady would ipeak with Mrs Foible, Mem. 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your ſpouſe at 
liberty, Mrs. Foible, and wou'd have you hide your- 
ſelf in my Lady's cloſet, till my old Lady's anger is 
abated. O, my old Lady is in a perilous paſſion at 
ſomething Mr Fainall has ſaid ; he ſwears, and my 
old Lady cries. There's a fearful hurricane, I vow. 
He ſays, Mem, how that he'll have my Lady's fortune 
made over to him, or he'll be divorc'd. | 
. ._ Mrs, Fain, Does your Lady or Mirabel! know 
that ? 
Minc. Yes, Mem, they have ſent me to ſee if Sir Wit 


full be ſober, and to bring him to them. My Lady is 
reſolv'd 
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reſolv'd to have him, I think, rather than loſe ſuch a 
vaſt ſum as ſix thouſand pound. O, come, Mrs. Foible, 
J hear my old Lady. 
Mrs. Fair. Foible, you muſt tell Mincing, that ſhe 
muſt prepare to vouch when I call her, 
Foib. Yes, yes, Madam. 
Mine. O yes, Mem, | will vouch any thing for your 
Ladyſhip's ſervice, be what it will. . 


SCENE IV. 


Ari. Faixall, Lady WisrForT, Marwoop. 

Lady. O my dear friend, how can I enumerate the 
benefits that I have receiv'd from your goodneſs ? To 
you I owe the timely diſcovery of the falſe vows of 
Mirabell; to you I owe the detection of the impoſtor 
Sir Rowland, And now you are become an interceſ- 
ſor with my ſon-in-law, to ſave the honour of my houſe, 
and compound for the frailties of my daughter. Well, 
friend, you are enough to reconcile me to the bad 
world, or elſe I would retire to deſarts and folitudes ; 
and feed harmleſs ſheep by groves and purling ſtreams. 
Dear Maraucod, let us leave the world, and retire by 
ourſelves and be ſhepherdeſles. 

Mrs. Mar. Let us firſt diſpatch the affair in hand, 
Madam. We ſhall have leiſure to think of retirement 
afterwards. Here is one who 1s concerned in the 
treaty. 

Lady. O daughter, daughter, is it poſſible thou 
ſhouldſt be my child, bone of my bone, and fleſh of 
my fleſh, and as I may ſay, another me, and yet 
tranſgreſs the moſt minute particle of ſevere virtue? 
Is it poſſible you ſhould lean aſide to iniquity, who 
have been caſt in the direct mold of virtue? I have 
not only been a mold but a pattern for you, and a mo- 
del for you after you were brought into the world. 

Mrs. Fain. I don't underſtand your Lady ſhip. 
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Lady. Not underſtand? Why, have you not been 
naught? Have you not been ſophiſticated ? Not un- 
derſtand? Here I am ruin'd to compound for your 
caprices and your cuckoldoms, I muſt pawn my plate 
and my jewels, and ruin my niece, and all little e- 

nough— 
Mrs. Fain. I am wrong'd and abus'd, and fo are you. 
Tis a falſe accuſation, as falſe as hell, as falſe as your 
_—_ there, ay, or your friend's friend, my falſe hu- 
ſband. | 
Mrs. Mar. My friend, Mrs. Fainall? Your huſband 
my friend, what do you mean ? 

Mrs. Fain. | know what I mean, Madam, and ſo 
do you; and ſo ſhall all the world at a time conveni- 
ent. 
© Mrs. Mar. I am ſorry to fee you fo paſſionate, Ma- 
dam. More temper would look more like innocence. 
But I have done. I am ſorry my zeal to ſerve your 
Ladyſhip and family ſhould admit of miſconſtruction, 
-or make me liable to affronts. You will pardon me, 
Madam, if I meddle no more with an affair, in which 
J am not perſonally concern'd. | | 

Lady. O dear friend, I am fo aſham'd that you ſhould 
meet with ſuch returns you ought to aſk pardon on 
your knees, ungrateful creature; ſhe deſerves more 
from you, than all your life can accompliſh—O don't 
leave me deſtitute, in this perplexity ;—no, ſtick to me, 
my good genius. 

Mrs. Fain, I tell you, Madam, you're abus d 
Stick to you? ay, like a leach, to ſuck your beſt blood 
ſhe'll drop off when ſhe's full, Madam, you 
Than't pawn a bodkin, nor part with a braſs counter, 
in compoſition for me, I defy 'em all. Let em prove 
th ir aſperſions: I know my own innocence, and dare 

Hand a trial, 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


| W1isHyrorT, Marwoop. 

Lady. Why, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe ſhould; 
be wrong d after all, ha ?—I don't know what to think, 
and I promiſe you her education has been un- 
exceptionable I may ſay it; for I chiefly made 


it my own care to initiate her very infancy in the ru- 


diments of virtue, and to impreſs upon her tender 
years a young odium and averfion to the very ſight of 
men, ay, friend, ſhe would ha' ſhriek'd if ſhe had 
but ſeen a man, till ſhe was in her teens. As I'ma 
perſon 'tis true She was never ſuffer'd to play with 
a male child, tho' but in coats; nay her very babies 
were of the feminine gender, O, ſhe never look'd a 
man in the face but her own father, or the chaplain, 
and him we made a ſhift to put upon her for a woman, 
by the help of his long garments, and his ſleek face; 
till ſhe was going in her fifteen, ; 

Mrs. Mar. "Twas much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd ſo- 
long. 

Lady. 1 warrant you, or ſhe would never have born 
to have been catechiz'd by him; and have heard his 
long lectures againſt ſinging and dancing, and ſuch; 
debaucheries; and going to filthy plays; and profane 
muſic meetings, where the lewd trebles ſqueak no- 


thing but bawdy, and the baſes roar blaſphemy. O, 


ſhe would have ſwoon'd at the fight or name of an ob- 
ſcene play-book—— and can I think after all this, that 
my daughter can be naught? What, a whore? ard 
thought it excommunication to ſet her foot within the 
door of a plzy-houſe. O dear friend, I can't believe 
it, no, no; as ſhe ſays, let him prove it, let him 
prove it. | 

Mrs. Mar. Prave it. Madam? What and have 
your name proſtituted in a public court ; yours ard 


your daughter's reputation worry d at the bar by a pac - | 
| 0 
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of bawling lawyers? To be uſher'd in with an © 
Yes of ſcandal; and have your caſe open'd by an 
old fumbling lecher in a quoif like a man midwife, to 
bring your daughter's infamy to light; to be a theme 
for legal punſters and quiblers by the ftatute ; and be- 
come a jeſt againſt a rule of court, where there is no 
precedent for a jeſt in any record; not even in Doom/day- 
book : to diſcompoſe the gravity of the bench, and pro- 
voke naughty interrogatories in more naughty law- La- 
tin; while the good judge, tickled with the proceeding, 
fimpers under a grey beard, and fidges off and on his 
cuſhion as if he had ſwallow'd cantharides, or ſat upon 
cow-itch, 

Lady. O, 'tis very hard! | 

Mrs. Mar. And then to have my young revellers of 
the Temple take notes, like prentices at a conventicle ; 
and after talk it over again in Commons, or before 
drawers in an cating-houle. | 

Lady. Worſe and worſe. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, this is nothing; if it would end 
here 'twere wel. But it muſt after this be conſtgn'd by 
the ſhort hand writers to the public preſs; and from 
thence be transferr'd to the hands, nay, into the throats 
and lungs of hawkers, with voices more licentious than 
the loud flounder- man's: and this you mult hear till you 
areſtunn'd; nay, you muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome 
days. | 
| BF O, tis inſupportable. No, no, dear friend, 
make it up, make it up; ay, ay, I'll compound. Ill 
give up all, my ſelf and my all, my niece and her all 
any thing, every thing tor compoſition. 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, Madam, I adviſe nothing, I only lay 
before you, as a fii-nd, the inconveniencies which per- 
haps you have overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fairall, if he 
will be ſatisfy'd to huddle up all in filence, I ſhall be 
glad. You muſt think I would rather congratulate than 
condole with you, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


FAINALL, Lady WisxrorT, Mrs, Mar woo, 


Lady. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwood: 


no, no, I do not doubt it. 

Fain. Well, Madam; TI have ſuffer'd. myſelf to be 
overcome by the importunity of this Lady your friend ; 
and am content you ſhall enjoy your own proper eſtate 
during life; on condition you oblige yourſelf never 
to marry, under ſuch penalty as I think convenient. 

Lacy. Never to marry ? | 

Fain, No more Sir R:wlands, the next impoſture 

may not be ſo timely detected. 
Mrs. Mar. That condition, I dare anſwer, my La- 
dy will conſent to, without difficulty; ſhe has already 
but too much experienc'd the perfidiouſneſs of men. 
Beſides, Madam, when we retire to our paſtoral ſolitude 
we ſhall bid adieu to all other thoughts. 

Lady. Ay, that's true; but in caſe of neceſſity; as if 
health, or ſome ſuch emergency— 

Fain. O, if you are preſcrib'd marriage, you ſhall 
be confider'd ; 1 will only preſerve to myſelf the power 
to chuſe for you. If your phyſic be wholſome, it mat- 
ters not who is your apothecary. Next, my wife ſhall 
ſettle on me the remainder of her fortune, not made 
over already ; and for her maintenance depend intirely 
on my diſcretion. 

Lady. This is moſt inhumanly favage ; exceeding the 
barbarity of a Miſcovite huſband. 

Fain. 1 learn'd it from his Czar; majeſty's retinue, 
in a winter evening's conference over brandy and pep- 
per, amongſt other ſecrets of matrimony and policy, 
as they are at preſent practis'd in the northern hemi- 
ſphere. But this muſt be agreed unto, and that poſi- 
tively. Laſtly, I will be endow'd in right of my wife, 
with that fix thouſand pound, which is the moiety of 
Mrs. Mil/ament's fortune in your poſietbon ; and which 
ſhe has forfeited (as will appear by the laſt will e te · 
| ent 
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ſtament of your deceas'd huſband Sir Jonathan Wi- 
| fort) by her diſobedience in contracting herſelf againſt 
{ your conſent or knowledge ; and by refuſing the of- 
fer d match with Sir full Witwoud, which you, like 
a.careful aunt, had provided for her. 
Lady. My nephew was non 'compos, and could not 


make his addrefles. 
2 I come to make demands—T'll hear no obje- 
ns. 


Lady. You will grant me time to conſider ? 

Fain. Yes, while the inſtrument 1s drawing, to which 
you mult ſet your hand till more ſufficient deeds can 
be perfected: which I will take care ſhall be done 

With all poſſible ſpeed. In the mean while, I'll go for 
the ſaid inſtrument, and till I return you may balance 
this matter in your own diſcretion, 


SCENE VII. 


Lady WisnrorRT, Mrs. Maxwoop. 

Lady. This inſolence is beyond all precedent, all 
parallel; muſt JI be ſubjected to this mercileſs vil- 
lain ? / 

Mrs. Mar. Tis ſevere indeed, Madam, that you 
ſhou'd ſmart for your daughter's wantonneſs. 

Lady. "Twas againſt my conſent that ſane marry'd 
this barbarian, but ſhe wou'd have him, tho' her year 
Was not out. Ah! her firſt huiband, my ſon Lan- 
guiſe, wou'd not have carry'd it thus. Well, that was 
my choice, this is hers; ſhe is match'd now with a 
witneſls——I ſhall be mad, dear friend, is there no 
comfort for me? Muſt I live to be confiſcated at this 
rebel rate: Here come two more of my £gypiian 


plagues too. f 


SCENE 
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SCENE vn. 


[To them] MiLLaManT, Sir WiLFULL. 

Sir Vil. Aunt, your fervent. 

Lady. Out caterpillar, call not me aunt; I know 
thee not. 

Sir Al. I confeſs I have been a little in diſguiſe, as 
they ſay,—'Sheart ! and I'm ſorry fort. What wou'd 
you have? I hope I committed no offence, aun. 
and if I did I am willing to make fatisfattion ; and 
what can a man ſay fairer? If I have broke any 
thing I'll pay for't, an it coſt a pound. And ſo let 
that content for what's paſt, and make no more words. 
For what's to come, to pleaſure you, I'm willing to 
marry my couſin, So pray let's all be friends, ſhe and 
T are agreed upon the matter before a witneſs. 

Lady. How this, dear niece ? Have I any comfort? 
Can this be true ? EE 

Milla. I am content to be a ſacrifice to your repoſe, 
Madam; and to convince you that T had no hand in 
the plot, as you were miſinform'd, I have laid my 
commands on Mirabell to come in perſon, and be a 
witneſs that J give my hand to this flower of &night- 
hood ; and for the contract that paſſed between Mira- 
bell and me, I have oblig'd him to make a reſignation 
of it in your Ladyſhip's preſence ;——He is without, 
and waits your leave for admittance. | 

Lady. Well, I ſwear I am ſomething reviv'd at this 
teſtimony of your obedience ; but I cannot admit that 
traitor, I fear I cannot fortify myſelf to ſupport 
his appearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon 5 
1 : ſee him I fear I ſhall turn to ſtone, petrify inceſ- 
antly. 

Milla. If you diſoblige him he may reſent your re- 
fuſal, and infiſt upon the contract till, Then tis the 
laſt time he will be offenſtve to you. : 

Lady. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time 
If 1 were ſure of that ſhall I never fee him a- 


gain ? 
Mille. 
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Milla. Sir Wilfull, you and he are to travel together, 
are you not? | 


Sir Hl. *Sheart the gentleman's a civil gentleman, *' 


Aunt, let him come in ; why, we are fworn brothers 
and fecllow-travellers. We are to be Pylades and 
Orefles, he and I He is to be my interpreter in foreign 
parts, He has been over-ſeas once already ; and with 
proviſo that I marry my couſin, will croſs em once a- 
_ only to bear me company. Sheart, III call 
im in,—an I ſet on't once, he ſhall come in; and ſee 

who'll hinder him. [ Goes to the Door and hems. 

Mrs. Mar. This is precious fooling, if it wou'd paſs ; 
but I'll know the bottom of it. 

Lady. O dear Marword, you are not going? | 

Mar. Not far, Madam; I'll return immediately. 


SCENE IX. 


Lady WisnrorT, MilLamanT, Sir WiLFULL, 
MixABELL. 

Sir Vil. Look up, man, I'll ſtand by you, 'sbud an 
the do frown, ſhe can't kill you; —Beſides —harkee 
ſhe dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her face is none 
of her own; Sheart, and ſhe ſhou'd, her forehead wou'd 
wrinkle like the coat of a cream-cheeſe ; but mum for 
that, fellow traveller. 

Mira. If a deep ſenſe of the many injuries I have 
offer d to ſo good a Lady, with a ſincere remorſe, and 
a hearty contrition, can but obtain the leaſt glance of 
compaſſion, I am too happy, —Ah Madam, there was 
a time But let it be forgotten I confeſs I 
have deſervedly forfeited the high place I once held of 
fighing at your feet; nay, kill me not, by turning 
from me in diſdain come not to plead for 
favour ;——nay, not for pardon; I am a ſuppliant 
only for pity I am going where I never ſhall be- 
hold you more 8 

ir 
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Sir Wil. How, fellow-traveller !———You ſhall go 
by yourſelf then. 

Mira. Let me be pitied firſt, and afterwards forgot- 
ten.——1 aſk no more. | 

Sir Wil. By'r Lady a very reafonable requeſt, and 
will coſt you nothing, aunt—Come, come, forgiye and 
forget, aunt, why you muſt an you are a Chriſtian. 

Mira. Conſider, Madam, in reality, you coyld not 
receive much prejudice ; it was an innocent device ; 
tho' I confeſs it had a face of guiltineſs, —it was at 
moſt an artifice which love contriv'd And errors 
which love produces have ever been accounted wenial. 
At leaſt think it is puniſhment enough, that I have loſt 
what in my heart I hold moſt dear, that to your cruel 
indignation I have offer'd up this Beauty, and with 
her my peace and quiet; nay, all my hopes of future 
comfort. | 

Sir Mil. An he does not move me, wou'd I may ne- 
ver be o' the quorum, An it were not as good a 
deed as to drink, to give her to him again, 1 
wou'd I might never take ſhipping—Aunt, if you don't 
forgive quickly, I ſhall meſt, I can tell you that. My 
contract went no farther than a little mouth glue, and 
that's hardly dry; One doleful ſigh more from my 
fellow traveller, and tis diſſolv'd. 

Lady. Well, nephew, upon your account —Ah, he 
has a falſe inſinuating tongue Well, Sir, I will 
ſtifle my juſt reſentment at my nephew's requeſt —- 
I will endeavour what I can to forget, but on proviſs 
that you reſign the contract with my niece imme- 
diately. 

Mira. It is in writing, and with papers of concern; 
but I have ſent my ſervant for it, and will deliver it to 
you, with all the acknowledgments for your tranſcen- 


dent goodneſs. 


Lady. Oh, he has witchcraft in his eyes and torgne : 
When I did not ſee him I could have brib'd 2 
villain to his aſſaſſination; but his appearance rakes the 

N embers 
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embers which have fo long lain {moother'd in my 
breaſt [ Hide. 


SCENE X. 


[Te them] Fainalt, Mis. Max wood. 

Fain. Vour date of deliberation, Madam, is expir d. 
Here is the inſtrument; are you prepar d to ſign ? 

Lady. If I were prepar d, I am not impower d. My 
piece exerts a lawtul claim, having match'd herſelf by 

my direction to Sir A d. 

Fain. That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me — tho? 
tis impos d on you, Madam. 

Milla. Sir, J have given my conſent. 

Mtr. And, Sir, | have reſigned my pretenſions. 

Sir Hil, And, Sir, I aſſert my right; and will main- 
tain it in defiance of you, Sir, and of your inſtrument. 
*Sheart an you talk of an inftrument, Sir, I have an 
old fox by my thigh ſhall hack your inſtrument of 
zam-vellum to ſhreds, Sir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for 
a mittimus or a tailor's meaſure ; therefore withdraw. 

inſtrument, Sir, or by'r I ſhall draw mine. 
* Hold, nephew, 3 

Milla. Good Sit Wiiful, reſpite your valour. | 

Fain. Indeed ? Are you provided of your guard, with 
your ſingle beef-eater there? But I'm prepar'd for you; 
and 1 upon my firſt propoſal. You. ſhall ſubmit 
your. own eſtate to my management, and abſolutely 
make over my wife's to my.ſole uſe; as purſuant to the 

rport and tenor of this other covenant I ſuppole, 
Madam, your conſent is not requifite in this caſe ; nor, 
Mr. Mirabel, your reſignation ; nor, Sir Wi/ful, your 
right. You may draw your fox if you pleaſe, Sir, 

and make a Bear- garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe: for 
here it will not avail. This, my Lady Hort, muſt 
be ſubſcrib d, or your darling daughter's turn'd a-drift,. 
Jike a leaky hulk, to fink or ſwim, as Me and the cur- 
gent of this lewd town can agree. 

Lady. 
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L ady. Is there no means, no remedy to ſtop my ruin? 
Ungrateful wretch ! doſt taou not owe thy being, thy 
jubſiſtence, to my daughter's fortune? 

Fain. I'll anſwer you when J have the reſt of it in 
my poſſeſſion. 

Mira. But that you would not accept of a remedy 
from my hands—1 own I have not deſerv'd you ſhou'd 
2 any obligation to me; or elie perhaps 1 cou d ad- 
viſe 

Lady. O what? what? to ſave me and my child 
from ruin, from want, I'll forgive all that's paſt; nay, 
III conſent to any thing to come, to be delivered from 
this tyranny. 

Mira. Ay, Madam s but that is too late, my re- 
ward is intercepted. You have diſpos'd of her, who 
only cou'd have made me a compenſation for all my 
ſervices ; But be it as it may, I am reſolv'd I'll 
zerve you; you ſhall not be wrong d in this ſavage 
manner, 

Laay, How] dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be. ſo ge- 
nerous at laſt ! But it is not poſſible. Harkee, I'll break 
my nephew's match; you ſhall have my miece yet, 
and all her fortune, if you can but fave me from this 
imminent danger. 

Mira. Will you? I take vou at your word. I aſk 
no more, I malt have leave for two criminals to ap- 

ear. h 
5 Lady. Ay, ay, any body, any body. 
Mira. Fable is one, and a penitent, 


SCENE XI. 


[To them] Mrs. Fax ALL, FoizrE, Mixcixc. 
Mrs Mar. O my ſhame! Theſe corrupt things are 
brought hither to expoſe me. [To Fain, 

[Mira. aud Lady go to Mrs. Fain, and Fold. 

Fain, If it muſt all come out, why let em know tz 

tis but the Way of the l eri. That thall not urge me 
; to 
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to rehnquiſh or abate one title of my terms; no, I 
will infiſt the more. | 

F:ib. Yes indeed, Madam, I'll take my bible-oath 
of it. 2 
Mine. And ſo will I, Mem. 

L. O Murau vd, Marwoed, art thou falſe? My 
friend deceive me! Haſt thou been a wicked accom 
plice with that profligate man? | | 

Mrs. Mar. Have you ſo much ingratitude and in- 
Juſtice to give credit againit your friend, to the aſper- 
fions of two ſuch mercenary trulls ? 

Muc. Mercenary, Mem? | ſcorn your words. Tis 
true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue carrety - 
by the ſame token, you ſwore us to ſecrecy upon Me/+ 
falina's poems. Mercenary? No, if we wou'd have 
been mercenary, we ſhou'd have held our tongues ; 
| you wou'd have brib'd us ſufficiently. _ 

Fain. Go, you are an inſigaificant thing Well, 
what are you the better for this! Is this Mr Airabell's 
_ expedient ? I'll be put off no longer You, thing, 
that was a wife, ſnall ſmart for this. I will not leave 
thee wherewithal to hide thy ſhame: your body ſhall 
be naked as your reputation. | 

Mrs. Fair. I deſpiſe you, and defy your malice—— - 
You have aſpers'd me wrongfolly———- I have prov'd 
your falſlhood——Go you and your treacherous 

I will not name it, but ſtarve togetter—Periſh. 
Fain, Not while you are worth a groat, indeed, my 
Dear. Madam, I'll be fool'd no longer. 

Lady. Ah, Mr. M:rabell, this is ſmall comfort, the 
detection of this affair. 

Mira. O in good time Your leave for the other 


offender and penitent to appear, Madam. 


SCENE” 
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SCENE XIL 


[To them) WarTweuL ui Box of Writings, 

 Lagz. © Sir Rowland, -— Well, raſcal. 
| Wait. What your Lady ſhip pieaſes.—1 have brought 
the black-box at laſt, Mats | 
Mira. Give it me. Madam, you remember your 
promiſe. 

Lady. Ay, dear Sir. 

Mira. Where are the gentlemen ? 

Wait. At hand, Sir, rubbing their eyes,—juſt riſen 
from ſleep. © 

Fain. 'Sdeath, what's this to me? III not wait 
your private concerns. | | 


SCENE XII. 


[To them] PETULANT, WiTwoud. 

Pet. How now? what's the matter? whoſe hand's 
out ? | | 
Wit. Hey day ! what are you all got together, like 
players at the end of the laſt act? 

Mira. You may remember, gentlemen, I once re- 
queſted your hands as witneſſes to a certain parch- 
ment, 

Wit. Ay, T do, my hand I remember—— Petulant 
ſet his mark. | 
Mira You wrong him, his name is fairly written, 

as ſhall appear You do not remember, gentlemen, 


any thing of what that parchment contained —— 
Lade ing the Box. 


Wi. Ne. 
Pet. Not I. TI writ, I read nothing. 
Mira Very well, now you ſhall ku] Madam, 
your promiſe, "pO 
Lay. Ay, ay, Sir, upon my honour. 
Mira. Mr. Faina//, it is now time that you ſhou'd 


22 Tur WAY or Tn WORLD: 


know, that your Lady, while ſhe was at her own diſ- 
poial, and before you had, by your infinuations, 
wheed!'d her out of a pretended ſettlement of the great- 
eſt part of her fortune 

Fain. Sir! pretended |! 

Mira. Yes, dir. I ſay that this Lady while a widow, 
having i it ſeems recei d ſome cautions reſpecting your 
mconttancy and tyranny of temper, which from ber 
own partial opinion and fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd ne- 
ver have ſuſpected —ſke did, | ſay, by the wholeſome 
advice of friends and ſages learn'd in the laws of this 
land, deliver this ſame as her act and deed to me in 
truſt, and to the uſes wichin mentioned. You may read 
if you pleaſe Holding cut the parchment. | tho” 
perhaps what is written on the back may ſerve your 
occaſions. 


Fain. Very likely, Sir. What's hens ? Damnation! 


[Read:) A deed of conveyance of the while ejlate real of 
Arabella Languiſh, «widow in truft to Now ard 
Mirabell. 
Confuſion ! 
Mira Even fo, Sir, 'tis the Way of the World, Sir; 
of the widows of the world. I ſuppoſe this deed may 
bear an elder date than what you have obtain'd from 
your Lady. 
Fain. Perkdious friend! then thus I'll be reveng'd— 
[Offers to run at Mrs. Fain, 
Sir 71. Hold, Sir, now you may make your Bear- 
garden flouriſh ſomewhere elſe, Sir. 
Fain. Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, Sir, be ſure 
you ſhall, Let me pals, oaf. 
Mrs. Fain. Madam, you ſeem to ſtifle your reſent- 
ment: you had better, give it vent. 
Mrs. Mar. Yes, it ſhall have vent—and to your con- 
fufion, or III periſh in the attempt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE the Loft. 


Lady WisnrorT, MilLLamanTt, MitzaBsLL, Mes, 

Fainall, Sir WilLpulL, PETULANT, Wir- 

woup, FoiBLe, MincixcG, WaITWEII. 

Lady. O daughter, daughter, tis plain thou haft in- 
herited thy mother's prudence. | 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious friend, 
to whoſe advice all is owing. 

Lady. Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your pro- 
miſe——and I muſt perform mine-—Firit, I pardon, 
for your ſake, Sir X:ww/and there and Fuible—— The 
next thing is to break the matter to my nephew—— 
and how to-do that 

bra. For that, Madam, give yourſelf no trouble, 
let me have your conſent, — Sir iu is my 
friend; he has had compaſſion upon lovers, and 
nerouſty engag d a volunteer in this action, for — 6 
vice; and now defigns to proſecute his travels. 

Sir Vil. Sheart, aunt, I have no mind to marry. 
My coufia's a ſine Lady, and the gentleman loves her, 
and ſhe loves him, and they deſerve one another; my 
reſolution is to ſee foreign parts—T have ſet on't—and 
when I'm ſet on't, I muſt do't. And if theſe two gen- 
tlemen would travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. 

Pet. For my part, I ſay little I think things are 

| beſt off or on. 

Mit. I gad I underſtand nothing of the matter. 
Im in a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing- ſchool. 

Laay. Well, Sir, take her, and with her all the joy 
I can give you. 

Milla. Why does the man take me? Wou'd you 

have me give myſelf to you over again? 

Mira. Ay, over and over and over again; [ Kiſes her 
Hand.] I wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. 
Well, heav'n grant I love you not too well, that's all 
my fear, 8 
| ir 
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Sir Vil. *Sheart you'll have time enough to toy after 
you're marry'd ; or if you will toy now, let us have 2 
dance in the mean time; that we who are not lovers 
may have ſome other employment, befides looking on. 

Mira. With all my heart, dear Sir Wi/full, What 
ſhall we do for muſic? 

Foib. O Sir, ſome that were provided for Sir Row- 
land's entertainment are yet within call, [A Dance. 

Lady. As I'm a perſon I can hold out no longer 
I have waſted my ſpirits ſo to-day already, that I am 
ready to fink under the fatigue; and I cannot but have 
ſome fears upon me yet, that my ſon Fainall will pur- 
ſue ſome deiperate courſe. 

Mira. Madam, diſquiet not yourſelf on that account; 
to my knowledge his circumſtances are ſuch, he muſt 
of force comply. For my part I will contribute all 
that in me lies to a re- union: in the mean time, Ma- 
dam, [To Me. Fainall. ] let me before theſe witneſſes 
teſtore to you this deed of truſt; it may be a means, 
well-manag'd, to make you live eaſily together. 


From hence let thoſe be wiarn'd, who mean towed ; 
Le mutual falſbood flain the bridal bed: 
For each decei wer to his coſt may find, | 
That marriage fraud; tos oft are paid in kind. | 
| {Exeunt Omnes. 


E PI- 


E PILOGUME 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


FTER cur Epilogue this Crowd diſmiſer, 
Pm thinkin? how this Play ll be pull'd to Pieces. 
But pray conſider, ere you doom its Fall, 
How hard a Thing 'twou'd be to pleaſe you all, 
There are ſome Critics ſo with Spleen diſcas d. 
They ſcarcely come inclining lo be pleas d- 
Aud jure he muſt have more than mortal Null, 
IV ho pleaſes any one againſt his Will, 
Then, all bad Poets wwe are ſure are Foes; 
And hiv their Numbers e ld, the Town well knows, 
In Sh:als Pave mark'd em judging in the Pit; 
Thy" they're, on na Pretence, fur Tudgment fit, 
But that they have been damm d for want of Wit. 
Since when, they by their on Offences taught, 
Set up for Spies en Plays, and finding Fault. 
Other; there are <vhyſe Malice we'd prevent ; . 
Such who watch Plays avith ſeurrilos Intent 
To mark out who Characters are meant. 
Aud tho" no perfect Likeneſs tles can trace, 
Jet each pretends to bnow the Copy'd-Face. 
Theſe, with falje Glaſſes, feed their daun ili-naturey 
And turn to Libel what <ras meant a Satyre. 
May juch malicious Fops this Fortune find, 
To think themſelves alone the Fools defign'd : 


O I 


F 


1f any are ſo arrogantly vain, 7 
To think they ſingly can ſupport a Scene, | 
And furriſb Fool enough to entertain. g 
For well the Learn'd and the Judicious know 

That Satyre ſcerns to floop ſo meanly low 

As any one abſtracted Fop to cv. 

For, as auhen Painters firm a matchleſ; Face, 

They from each Fair one catch ſame di f rent Grace ; 
Lind ſhining Features in one Portrait blend, 

To aubich no fengle Beauty muſt pretend: 

So Poets oft ds in one Piece expoſe 

I bole Belles Aſlemblees of Coquets and Beaux. 


